A General Interest Miscellaneous Newspaper 


NOSTRE MANES 
SUNT INFANTES. 
IT’S ALL HERE & 
IT’S ALL TRUE. 


Giladelishi 


ra 


The Periodic Journal of Urban Particulars 


| TOO BIG TO READ 


ON THE SUBWAY. 


BEHOLDEN TO 
NO ONE. 


VOLUME ONE 


RED STATES WITH 
PURPLE HEART 


Fresh Off the Swift Boat 
Captain Longface Makes Bid 
To Pilot Ship of State 


KERRY’S KILLER RESUME 


- Beantown’s Brightest Boy 
Takes Out Golden Cufflinks 
& Rolls Up Silken Sleeves 


BY IAN HUNTINGTON 


BOSTON, Mass.—While wait- 
ing for the Democratic Party to 
consummate its selection of John 
Kerry, the formerly presumptive 
presidential nominee, I endured an 
endless stream of warm-up men 
and introductory speeches. My 
“Hall Pass’"—the lowest possible 
credential—meant that I was usual- 
ly banished to the seventh level of 
the Fleet Center, but allowed for 
brief periods to walk around the 


convention floor. There I was jos- | 
tled by the assembled semi-power- | 
ful delegates and fairly important | 


persons, and had the honor of being 
gently pushed out of the way by one 
of Russell Simmons’s bodyguards. 
The modern televised convention 
is part political infomercial and part 
NFL playoff game, except the other 
team never even enters the stadium. 
The delegates cut loose to the arena 
classic “Millennium Funk Party.” 
On the last night, the Indiana dele- 
gation’s excitement boiled over into 
a spontaneous chant of “Kerry, 
Kerry.” The only thing missing was 
the possibility that anything could 
happen on any given play. Most of 
the time, I found it hard to watch 
the actual speakers and focused 
instead on the giant projections 
above them. An event designed for 
television looks better on a screen. 
In case you missed the three 
hours of prime-time broadcasts, the 
theme of this year's convention was 
“strength.” Strength, said Bill 
Clinton, goes hand in hand with 
wisdom. Bad leaders, said Teresa 
Heinz Kerry, sometimes confuse 


strength with wisdom, leading to | 2. The infinite black void surround- 


unnecessary deaths. Strength is 
something that U.S. families, 
homeland security, military forces 
and alliances could all use an extra 
helping of, said John Edwards. And 
it is “more than tough words,” said 
John Kerry himself. The 
Democratic Party platform used the 
word “strength” 106 times. On the 
convention's final night, I stumbled 
onto an unlocked supply closet 
filled with boxes of unused signs 
that said, simply, “STRENGTH.” 
For four days, I had listened to 
speaker after speaker extol John 
Kerry. As the moment of his arrival 
approached, I became excited each 
time I heard, “And now ... let me 
introduce ... ,” but it was only ever 
an introduction for the next intro- 
ducer. The most frightening part of 
this one-sided display? It worked. I 
was more sincerely excited to see 
John Kerry than I could have previ- 
ously imagined. Someone was 
screaming when the camera finally 
showed him coming down through 
the crowd. Moments later, I real- 
ized that was me. 
“Reporting for duty,” he answered, 
with a salute as stiff as 
Michelangelo's David. 
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This year, Democratic unity | 


and strength meant that any real 
debate onstage or conflict in the 
convention hall was out of the 


question. But when the Democratic | 
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NEW INDEPENDENT BOOKS, $5 EACH 
Collected Writings on the Administration & 
On Voting letter series. See Page 5 for details. 


CLOCKCLEANER & DALEK LIVE. 9/30 


Tastatal Tenes Devieed to Charm the Youth of Today. 
7:30 p.m. @ 2125 Chestwat Street, $8.00, All Ages. 
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NC 2 is the presiden- | must register by Oct. 4 to vote in the 
tial election, and both can- | November election. 

didates consider Pennsylvania | 2. VOTE ON Nov. 2: To find your 
crucial to their plans for a nation- | polling place, visit www.seventy.org, 


call 215-686-1505, or call 215- 
557-3600. The polls are open 
between 7 a.m and 8 p.m. If this is 
your first time voting, be sure to 
bring along a driver's license, U.S. 
passport, or student I.D. If you 
believe you have been unjustly 
denied your right to vote, call 1- 
877-VOTES-PA. = 


wide victory. Here’s how to vote: 
1. REGISTER TO VOTE: Any 
Pennsylvania resident who is 18 | 
years or older is eligible to vote. | 
To register, visit Room 142 in 
City Hall, get a form from your | 
sneighborhood post office or 
library, or download one from 
www-fec.gov/votregis/vr.htm. You 


THE BAGHDAD POST 


U.S. & Iraqi Students Trade Letters 
As Their Nations Wage War 


MAIL FLIES FASTER THAN BOMBS 


BY MARK WALLACE 


BROOKLYN, N.Y.—On September 11, 2001, my cousin Mitchell 
Wallace was working as a court officer a few blocks away from the 
World Trade Center. Mitch was an emergency medical technician who 
had left his job as an ambulance driver because he couldn't stand the vio- 
lence of everyday injuries—car accidents, assaults, heart attacks— 
despite having been decorated for heroism. When the first plane hit, he 
rushed to the site and was assigned to help retrieve victims from the sub- 
way station beneath the south tower. He was buried when the towers 
collapsed. All that was ever found, months later, was his badge and gun. 
He was 34, a year younger than me. 

Mitch's death hit my father, Bruce Wallace, particularly hard. In the 
1950s, my dad had been a runaway and early adopter of the troubled 
James Dean look, before there was a word for it. Though Mitch took a 
less wayward path, I think there was a spark of confusion in him that my 
father related to, 

My dad has always been a peacenik. In the 1960s, he taught high 
school in Bedford-Stuyvesant, one of Brooklyn's rougher neighbor- 
hoods. (According to family legend, the Black Panthers once had to 
escort my father and his fellow teachers to school through a picket line 
of angry union workers.) A few career changes later, dad got in early on 
the 1980s computer boom and worked as an old-fashioned information 
technology consultant for twenty years before the dot-com crash of 
2000 left him out of work. In 2002, he returned to teaching. As a sci- 
ence teacher at John Dewey High School near Coney Island, he is now 
as happy in his job as he’s ever been. 

When Mitch died, my father wondered what he could do to help 
prevent such deaths in the future. He decided to teach his kids about the 
people we were at war with, but in an unusual fashion. For two days, he 
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SPACE, n. 
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TALK TO STRANGERS 
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First, identify your goals. If you need 
sixty-eight cents to get on the bus, 
don’t ask for a dollar. Ask for sixty- 
eight cents. Second, be flexible. If 
you're consistently failing to hit 
your goals, lower them. That girl 
may not want to take you home, but 
she can still give you a cigarette, 
right? Third, be honest. You do this 
every day. Be proud! Let the people 
know they're dealing with a profes- 
sional. Fourth, speak up. If people 
act like you're invisible, don’t take it 
personally. They probably can’t hear 
you. Try raising your voice. # 


1. The aggregate of all points. 


ing the earth. 

3. The baptismal name of any place 
where something creative could 
possibly one day occur. 

4. A room whose excellent decor 
and pleasant intangibles reflect 
well on its inhabitants. 

5. A small, distinct area presently 
empty but soon to be filled. 

6. The name of the bar where two 

words go to break up. 

. What people need when they're 

done needing you. # 


N 


LZ 
Muses at the Marriott 

CENTER CITY, Phila.—A flurry of totebags descends on the 
Marriott at 12th and Market streets. “I’m hungry! Where are you 
going?” from the escalator, a jocular middle-aged man shouts down to 
a passing Marriott employee, who is wheeling a table of fancy sand- 
wiches, potato salad, and a tomato and mozzarella spread. 

The conventioneers are here and they are hungry. But this is no 
ordinary convention, no seventy-two hours of backslapping Babbitry 
over chicken cordon bleu. This is a convention of poets, 1,500 of them, 
armed with naught but their words and hotel room keys, who have 
postponed their bids for eternal fame to seek a more immediate goal— 
a $20,000 cash prize. Only one will emerge from the multitudes as vic- 
tor while the rest will return home with battered hopes, bruised egos, 
and a couple of free gifts: tote bags and mugs inscribed with the words 
“International Society of Poets” and the society's logo, a pen spilling out 
a globule of ink. Each poet is also rewarded with a personalized medal 
and salad-bowl-sized trophy, which conveniently fits inside the more 
bashful poets’ tote bags. 

The poets congregate on the large fourth story mezzanine, where 
the free gifts are being distributed. There's also a table with a man sell- 
ing a computer program called “Masterwriter,” which, as an 
International Society of Poets member, one could purchase for $199, a 
small price to pay for “all the possibilities for any word in an instant,” 
as the informational handout says. Still, most poets pay the salesman no 
mind. Some of them seem to be collecting themselves for their read- 
ings, in which judges will consider them for the grand prize. Some may 
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x & * | CHRIS RANDOLPH'S. 
“PLAN TO VANQUISH 


BOSS BOB BRADY 


The Challenges of Mounting 
A Third Party Campaign 
In the State of Pennsylvania 


QUIXOTE FOR CONGRESS 


BY CHRISTINE SMALLWOOD 


HARRISBURG,  Pa.—Chris 
Randolph’s 2003 campaign for 
Philadelphia's City Council lasted 
less than forty-eight hours. 
Randolph printed no signs, won no 
endorsements, held no events and 

ad no platform. His campaign 
consisted of several phone calls 
made in the late hours to his friends 
and co-workers, asking them to 
write him in as an at-large candi- 
date. On November 4th, some of 
them did. Two months later, 
Randolph tried to find out how 
many. He went online and discov- 
ered that the city’s election reports 
(at least those posted to the 
Internet) lump all individual write- 
in candidates together as “write-in.” 
The result of his short campaign 
remained a mystery. 

“My name wasn't‘even there,” he 
later reflected. “I was angry that we 
have such a malfunctioning democ- 
racy.” His sense of how government 
ought to work was offended; his 
long-held suspicions about how it 

| really worked were confirmed. A 
month later, he resolved to run for 
Congress. This time, he would get 
his name printed on the ballot. 

To get on the ballot, Randolph 
had to surmount the high barriers 
set by the election laws of 
Pennsylvania, among the country’s 
least friendly states for candidates 
who are not sponsored by a recog- 
nized party. An unaffiliated candi- 
date for congress in Colorado, for 
instance, needs to gather 800 signa- 
tures to get his or her name on the 
ballot. In New Jersey it’s a mere 
hundred signatures. A Briton who 
wants to join the 
Commons needs only ten support- 
ers to get on the ballot. But here an 
independent congressional candi- 
date must gather two percent of the 
highest number of votes cast for an 
officer in his or her district in the 
last election. That meant Randolph 

| had to collect 2,408 signatures— 
1,408 more than a candidate from 
either of the major parties—and 
pay a $150 filing fee. 

But somehow, on the afternoon of 
August 2, Randolph found himself 
standing on the second floor of the 
North Office Building in 
Harrisburg, at the Bureau of 

| Commissions, Elections and 
Legislation. In his arms was a thick 
sheaf of photocopied petitions 
bearing the names of 2,924 regis- 
tered voters. Across the countertop 
was a man in a suit, Elections 
Manager _ Jonathan Marks. 
Randolph set his petitions down on 

| the counter and Marks divided 
them into two piles; folded origi- 
nals and stapled photocopies. As he 
sorted the petitions, he began cross- 
ing out signatures he deemed illeg- 
ible or obviously invalid names. 
“Got to get in the zone,” he mut- 
tered to himself. A few moments 
later, Marks was joined by a round- 
faced woman and a silent, dour man 
in beige suit. These were 
Commissioner of Elections Monna 
Accurti and Deputy Chief Counsel 
Larry Boyle, who, after a short 

| 


House of 
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$1.00 in Puica. $2.00 ELSEWHERE 


FBI BLOODHOUNDS COLLARING THOUSANDS 


BURY BILL OF RIGHTS IN BUSH'S BRAMBLES 
CHASE THEIR TAILS AS OSAMA PLAYS DEAD 


TNMOCENCE WO DEFENSE 


- Thousands Imprisoned 
For The Way They Look 
& The God They Worship 


THREE SUSPICIOUS CASES 


Drawing on Paper Tablecloth 
Stopping at a Stop Sign 
Having the Wrong Face 


Late this May, Attorney General 
John Ashcroft released photos of 
seven suspected terrorists as one of 
the government's “Be on the Look- 
out Alerts.” Over the next twenty- 
four hours, the FBI received more 
than 2,000 tips from all over the 
country, one of which came from 
an employee of a Philadelphia 
water pump facility who noticed 
that one of his co-workers, a 
Jordanian, bore a striking resem- 

| blance to the wanted Kuwaiti 
Amer el-Maati, So he revealed his 

| suspicions to the boss, who con- 
tacted law enforcement officials, 
who began to inquire about the 
man’s immigration status. 

According to Engy Abdelkader, 
an attorney at the Council of 
Islamic-American Relations, the 
Jordanian had been in this country 
legally since 2000 or 2001 with a 
green card. Green card holders are 
required to have their cards on 
them at all times, but the Jordanian 
man was in the habit of leaving his 
at home for safekeeping. The law 
enforcement officials who picked 
him up refused to allow him to 
return to his home, several blocks 
away, to retrieve the card and prove 
his legal status. Instead, they took 
him to the precinct and threatened 
to arrest him. Finally acknowledg- 
ing that he was not the Kuwaiti sus- 
pect, they released him. 

A week later, Abdelkader 
explained, the Jordanian man came 
home to find a card from an FBI 
agent slipped in his door. When he 
called the number, he was asked to 
report alone to a meeting with the 
agent and a Philadelphia Police 
Department detective. During that 
meeting, he was reminded that he 
resembled the wanted Kuwaiti, and 
the officials began to question him 
about his mosque. 

“Have you seen any airplane seats 
or weapons at your mosque?” 
Abdelkader claims they inquired of 
her client. “You might be in some 
trouble. Do you want to get mar- 
ried? Because we can make that dif- 
ficult for you—unless you cooper- 
ate.’ He was asked to be a govern- 
ment informant.” Overwhelmed, 
unsure of his rights, her client 
agreed to a follow-up meeting with 
the authorities. 

In the interim, the Jordanian con- 
tacted the Council on American- 
Islamic Relations (CAIR) and 
retained Abdelkader as his counsel. 
CAIR placed several calls to the 
FBI inquiring about their interest 
in the Jordanian man, but the calls 
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Fepruary 771, 1960: Got up and listened to Archers Tried to help Mummy but did not feel very 
well. Awful stomach ache. Had dinner. Watched Go Kart racing. Mummy went out in car. We 
watched T.V. all evening. FEBRUARY 9TH, 1960: Susan Hamley came over for the evening. We sat 
and knitted and watched TV. We had a good laugh. Good play on, She went home at 10:30 
FEBRUARY 1071, 1960: Mummy worked in morning, Daddy went to Go-Go's, We knitted and lis- 
tened to radio in afternoon. Saw Ten Commandments in evening, wonderful film. FEBRUARY 11TH, 
1960: Went to pictures in evening with Mummy and Sue Harvey, Went to see Pillow Talk ... 


To the Reader: 

In preparation for the approaching presidential election, THE 
INDEPENDENT has decided to document how life has changed under the 
Bush administration, both in Philadelphia and around the world. In this 
issue, we examine how domestic civil rights have fared during the admin- 
istration’s hunt for Al-Qaeda terrorists. And beginning on Page Ten is a 
selection of posters addressing the upcoming election. Look for more 
analysis of life in under Bush in our October issue, along with more 
posters and reports from the Republican National Convention. #« 


The State of Civil Liberties in the United States 
Under the Bush Administration 


If youre not an Arab, not a 
Muslim, not a foreign national, 
don’t ride airplanes, and don't 
publicly protest the government, 
you're probably just as content 
with the state of your civil liber- 
ties as you were at the beginning 
of President Bushs term in office. 
You may not have noticed that 
the FBI and the Department of 
Justice have interviewed and 
detained thousands of persons of 
interest due to their address, 
name, and ethnicity, without any 
evidence that they had committed 
or were planning to commit any | 
crime. Below is a brief tallying of 
new law enforcement measures 
under Bush, how many innocent 
people have been cast under sus- 
picion, and how many guilty peo- 
ple have been caught. 

Immediately following Sept- 
ember 11, 2001, 762 mostly Arab 
suspects were arrested and held at 
prisons in Brooklyn and Northern 
New Jersey. They were “detained” 
under a “hold until cleared” policy, 
which meant being imprisoned 
without charges for an average of 


According to a 
of Justice (DOJ) 
of these prisoners 
shocked, slammed 


eighty days. 
Department 
report, some 
were beaten, 
into walls, deprived of sleep and 
forced into painful stress positions 
for long periods. 

In the two years following 
September 2001, the federal gov- 
ernment referred 6,400 cases to 
the DOJ for possible charges of 
terrorism. Of these, only twenty- 
three have led to convictions of 
more than five years. There are 
also concerns that some of these 
convicts may not be terrorists. 
Nearly half of the terrorism-relat- 
ed convictions claimed by the DOJ] 
in 2002 had nothing to do with 
terrorism, according to a report by 
the General Accounting Office. 

The U.S. Army is holding 598 
prisoners of war, mostly low-level 
Taliban fighters captured in 
Afghanistan, at a prison camp in 
Guantanamo Bay, Cuba. They 
will be tried not by U.S. or inter- 
national laws but by military tri- 
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N.J..S OLDEST MALL 


Fifty Years of Shopping Where the Air Was Cold 
The Prices Low €& the Coal as Good as Gold 


BY MEGHAN QUINN 


PENNSAUKEN, N.J.—Business is slow as usual tonight at the 
Pennsauken Merchandise Mart. Doc Stewart, in a tan fedora with a 
black band, can be heard down one of the Mart’s long hallways extolling 
the virtues of a magic carpet cleaning solution he says was seen on TV 
in 1996, his voice calling out to the small stream of passers-by with an 
air of assurance that he will reel in a few catches. But the catches are 
coming fewer and father between. 

A few teenage girls with tank tops and shopping bags are loitering 
nearby. Why do they come here? “We just do,” they say, already looking 
down the aisle for a getaway. Like most of the Mart’s customers, they 
come because it’s cheap and because it’s here at the Crossroads, a tract 
of land at the intersection of New Jersey routes 130, 73 and 90, the same 
place it’s been for the past half century. 

The Mart is a low, long, one-story beige building that was erected 
in the days before consumers got used to the glass skylights and mar- 
ble floors of easy-on-the-eyes retail environments. Architecturally, it 
resides somewhere between a farmer's market and a mall. The Mart 
slouches beigely in the parking lot and unapologetically announces 
itself to the highway with ten stars perched on spindly legs and four 
five-foot red letters, M-A-R-T, on the roof. There is no real entrance 
to the Mart, only small openings for sucking in and expelling people. 
Inside the air is still and cavelike, cool but not blustery, a throwback to 
the days when cool air in the summer was a luxury. Two black concrete 
aisles, dotted with splotches of gum spat out by three generations of 
shoppers, run between rows of storefronts that are like large booths 
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An Obituary for GRETCHEN WorDEN by 
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to assist with the production of this newspaper. 
3: A Guide to South Philadelphia, Rou. CALL 
& the continuation of our report on the DNC. 
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10-13: TO THE PUBLIC, Four pages of 
political posters, commencing with an Essay 
by Jesse GOLDSTEIN. 
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CITY TERROR CZAR SPEAKS 


Counter-Terrorism Chief 
Reveals Police Strategy 
For Tracking Terrorists 


“WE COULD LOSE THIS.” 


Free Speech Still Legal, But: 
“| Don’t Believe That The 
Constitution is a Death Pact.” 


N. LIBERTIES, Phila—Joseph 
O'Connor, head of the Philadelphia 
Police Department Counter-* 
Terrorism Bureau, is running late. 
By the time the chief inspector 
arrived at Finnegan's Wake, clad in a 
beige mock turtleneck sweater, 
crisply pleated slacks and an olive 
green blazer adorned with a black 
9/11 memorial pin, I had finished 
half my beer. It seemed that anoth- 
er inspector had accidentally walked 
off with his car keys after a meeting. 


' Luckily, his driver had managed to 


rustle up a spare set. 

On the phone, O'Connor likes to 
chat and sometimes rambles. In 
person, he makes a very convincing 
chief. His graying hair, gently 
spiked, defies the deep 
beneath his eyes. He wears a gold 
ring commemorating the twelve 
weeks he spent at the FB] Academy 
in 1993, where he studied budget- 
ing, forensics, fingerprinting, com- 
munity policing, and press rela- 
tions. He is a former competitive 
weightlifter who smokes Pall Malls 
and runs three miles a day. 


rings 


O'Connor served seven years in 
the Army before taking a job as a 
file clerk at the Internal Revenue 
Service. While waiting to be pro- 
moted to tax examiner, he saw an 
advertisement for police officers in 
the newspaper. Thirty-one years 
later, in 2002, after stints in organ- 
ized crime intelligence, tactics and 
hostage negotiation, he was asked 
to lead a new bureau dedicated to 
keeping Philadelphia's 135 square 
miles of homeland secure. 

O'Connor is very conscientious 
with regards to safety. When we 
parted, he asked if I was carrying 
mace and reminded me that crimi- 
nals might consider a single woman 
alone on a bicycle to be a vulnerable 
target. 


Christine Smallwood: Do 
think there are any political motiva- 
tions behind the fear of terrorism? 
Joseph O'Connor: No, I don't. 

CS: What do you think of Kerry 
and Bush? Will things change if 
Kerry wins the election? 

JO: 1 don't think so. I don’t think 
the country will be any better off if 
Kerry’s elected; I don’t think the 
country will be any worse off if 
Kerry's elected. 


you 


CS: In terms of terrorism? 

JO: In terms of anything! 

CS: Do you identity with a party? 
JO: I'm a Democrat. I'm a row- 
house Catholic, that’s what I am. 
I'ma Franklin Roosevelt Democrat. 
Do I think the Democratic party is 
in line with what has to be done? 
It’s like anything. I think that once 
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On the Monuments of Liberty 


aie 


Hugh Gilmore, Bookseller 


The Liberty Bell in San Francisco among the people, in 1915. 


he federal government makes its presence 

most known in a small square of 
Philadelphia bounded by Fourth, Seventh, 
Chestnut and Race streets. This is where the 
mint prints our money, the Federal Reserve 
oversees our banks, the FBI tracks down and 
locks up our villains, and the men and women 
in the wide-brimmed hats tend to our shrines. 
The hats are employed by the National Park 
Service, two or three of whom can usually be 
seen guarding the secured half of 
Independence Square, the park with the tower- 
ing trees to the south of Independence Hall. To 
approach this hallowed ground where the 
Declaration of Independence was drafted and 
signed, a visitor must pass through a security 
checkpoint stationed a block away in the 
Liberty Bell Pavilion, where the bell itself used 
to rest. Even though passersby are welcome to 
tread on the grass lawn beside the bell’s new 
home, most everyone sticks to the sidewalk 
and moves in a straight line. 

The other half of Independence Square is 
also closed to the public; the National Park 
Service is in the process of repairing the walk- 
ways, drainage, lighting, and brick walls of the 
old park. Between the half under guard and the 
half under repair, all that remains of the public 
square is a thin pathway running east to west. 

The cordoned half of Independence Square 
has been blocked off since September 11, 
2001. For how much longer will the barricades, 
which also! surround three sides of the Liberty 
Bell Center, be there? Phil Sheridon, 
spokesman for the National Park Service at 
Independence Hall, wasn’t sure: “We don't 
know when it'll be solved. What you see is 
temporary.” Apparently, a security measure 
three years old can still be called temporary. 

One wonders: What would Osama bin 
Laden make of Independence Mall and the 
Liberty Bell? Would he wonder why we main- 
tain a defunct municipal building, why we 
haven't melted 2,080 pounds of metal into 
coin or cannon? Would he try to destroy these 
relics for the same reasons we've fought to pre- 
serve them? Or is he even aware of them? 
Does he even know that the bell is cracked? If 
he wanted to undo the symbols of 
Independence Mall, would bin Laden be able 
to outdo the efforts of the National Park 
Service? The bell that bears the words 
“Proclaim LIBERTY throughout the land 
unto all the Inhabitants thereof” is hidden 
behind two lines of metal barricades, patrolled 
by rangers in and Wackenhut private security 
guards. For almost three years, the National 
Park Service said these were these were tem- 
porary measures. Then, last month, they pro- 
posed a permanent solution. The plan propos- 


es continuing the practice of keeping pedestri- 
ans away from both sites, and funneling all vis- 
itors through carefully monitored lines where 
their bags are searched, their bodies scanned 
for scraps of metal, and their feet herded along 
fixed pathways. The plan would also divide the 
square behind Independence Hall with an 
eight-foot tall wrought-iron fence, further 
offending a 250-year-old state law mandating 
that it should remain open to the public forev- 
er. Much like the permanently temporary state 
of the metal fences, there is no fixed timeline 
for the plan. “It’s not going to be two weeks or 
two months,” said Sheridon, “but nobody 
wants to see this draw out to five years.” 

If only madmen could be deterred as easily 
as dogs, a fence might be in order. But the truth 
is that should there be anyone with moderate 
funds determined to blow himself up for the 
sake of damaging the hall or the bell, a fence 
will do little to stop him. The final purpose of 
the lockdown on Independence Mall is to teach 
us, by example, how to police ourselves. But to 
relinquish our liberties at the door of the hall 
where they were born is sacrilege. To do so is to 
alter the meaning of the monument we came to 
see. Rather than proclaiming liberty, the metal 
detectors, barricades and armed guards sur- 
rounding the bell are a monument to just how 
little our liberties matter to the present govern- 
ment. And what have they given us in return? 
The corpse of our forefathers’ courage, 
embalmed and imprisoned in the tomb of our 
present fears. 

For the past three years, the Bush adminis- 
tration has extended its perimeters, expanded 
its buffers, and established new zones of securi- 
ty. Protestors are isolated in cages; sympathizers 
are permitted closer to the presidential caravan 
than dissenters; every day we hear of new pro- 
hibitions, new scaffoldings laid across the com- 
mons as a blueprint for new walls. What can be 
managed is, and what cannot be made safe is 
determined to not have required protection in 
the first place. Dictating the terms under which 
communities can interact with their monu- 
ments, parks and lawns, encouraging an inter- 
nalization of distance, respect and solemnity, 
these barricades and guards deprive us of 
authentically experiencing our past. They have 
rewritten and overwritten the meaning of the 
mall, which stands in its present state as a mon- 
ument to how brave we were once and how 
afraid we are now. But even naming that fear 
will not bring down the fences that proscribe 
our paths. It is the fences themselves that must 
come down, and soon, before we have forgotten 
the time before they separated us from our own 
history, and from our present task of remem- 
bering it for ourselves. 


JOIN OUR STAFF 


To apply for any of the following positions, email your resumé to 


editors@philadelphiaindependent.net with the relevant job title as the subject line. 


eee am 8 Assist the Art Director with 
designing and laying out pages, creating 
templates, managing workflow, designing 
advertisements, Experience in Quark, 
InDesign, MS Office, Photoshop, font 
management required. Basic web knowl- 
edge, copyediting skills, newspaper or mag- 
azine experience is a plus. Approx. fifteen 
hours a weck to start with possible expan- 
sion to full-time. Low hourly wage, 


LE 


PUZZLE MASTER: Create puzzles and 


NEWSIE: Assist the Circulation Bureau 
with the lifting and transportation of heavy 
newsprint. Set up new circulation points. 
Stout constitution, access to auto or bicycle, 
friendly nature handshake 
required. Desire to sell display advertising 


and firm 


on commission, any experience with 
accounting and/or databases a plus. Approx. 
ten to twenty hours a week. Low hourly 
wage, plus commission and expenses. 


games for the eponymous bureau, Assist 
Mr. Floss with determining winners, sct- 
tling disputes, managing correspondence 
with agents of the bureau. Crosswords are 
preferred but Mr. Floss is willing to enter- 
tain proposals for other kinds of puzzles. 
Will pay up to $50 per puzzle on prompt 


completion. 


+ 


GOVERNMENT REPORTER: Attend 
meetings of the zoning board, City Council, 
historical commission, other municipal bod- 
ies and boards. Take notes, report back to 
headquarters, obtain answers to follow-up 
questions. Some journalism experience 
required. This is an ideal position for an 
undergraduate who wants to learn more 
about city government. Unpaid. 
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| have also hesitated to invest additional funds 


into their craft after spending $575 on the 
weekend (hotel, transportation. and tips not 
included). 

Helen Fitzgerald shelled out £600 for a 
plane ride here from Essex, England. She sells 
Anne Summers lingerie to women at home, 
and she’s never been to the U.S. before. 
“There's a banquet tonight with the Shirelles 
and Florence Henderson,” she says, “from “The 
Brady Bunch.’ Or was it “The Partridge 
Family?” She’s hoping that she might at least 


win one of the runner-up prizes, which include 


| Mexican and Carribean vacations. 


Meanwhile, Esteban Vidal, an 18 year-old 


| from Florida who's been writing poetry since he 
| was 13, stands near the escalator. He’s reading 


in an hour. “I’m going for first,” he says. With 


| the $20,000, he says he would buy a car (“prob- 


ably an import”) and move out to California to 
go to college and try to become and actor. 
“That’s my dream,” he says, “once I get rid of 
this little accent.” , 

Also among the conventioneers are Velma 
Bower and Betty Porter. “We've never been to 
Philadelphia before,” they say, but the two 
women, Dunkin’ Donuts cups in hand, look 
like they're fitting in fine. Childhood friends 
who are now in their 70s, they hail from the 
small town of Roscoe, Missouri, population 


\ 
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125, where they were known as the “gruesome 
twosome.” The strange thing about the conven- 
tioneers is that they don't look especially poet- 
ic. Nobody is even wearing a beret. Most of the 
people here say that they received an invitation 
from the website www.poetry.com, or that they 
were invited after being included in a poetry 
anthology. The only person who seems to real- 
ly stand out is John C. Sonne, who, in a fluores- 
cent orange hunter's cap, blue plaid shirt, green 
socks, leather lanyard and loafers, plays ragtime 
surreptitiously on the open keyboard of the 
covered grand piano in the corner. A ukulele 
rests propped up against the wall on the floor 
next to his tote bag. 

Jeffrey H. Williams, the 1999 winner, is 
back again this year, selling his books of poetry, 
When the Heart Speaks and Selections from the 
Heart. Both are on special for ten dollars a 
piece. The third stanza of his prize-winning 
poem, “No Time For the Blues,” goes: 

While the vibes still caressed the air, the old 
man stood, 

placed the chairs on the tables and slowly 
swept away 

the memories of this night... 

A crushed rose, a dropped match book 

with a never to be called phone number, 

and many unfulfilled dreams 

casually discarded as yesterday's trash. # 

—MEGHAN QUINN 


mam obituary Re 


GRETCHEN WORDEN 


1947 — 2004 


Director of the Miitter Museum 


BY JAMES TAYLOR) & 


last month, as the most unforgettable person I’ve ever met, but the cliché would 


[= describe Mutter Museum Director Gretchen Worden, who passed away 


do justice neither to her nor her work. After all, she took what should have been 


a frightening experience for most—a museum of ghastly, horrifying, even stomach 
turning medical exhibits—and made it not just palatable for the masses, but one of 
Philadelphia’s best-known tourist attractions. When she began her twenty years as 
the museum’s director in 1984, the Miitter drew fewer than 1,000 visitors a year, 
mostly scholars and fans of the strange, the weird, the bizarre, the odd and the unusu- 
al. Today, you'll find them waiting in line with the moms, dads, their kids and the 
grade school field trippers, the radio and television crews. 

Apparent contradictions coupled with boundless trust, compulsion and generos- 
ity helped Gretchen cut a huge swath through so many disparate communities that 
it’s almost impossible to number them all. She was a major museum director who 
loved dirty jokes, who in her prime could drink anyone under the table, who loved 
a business—sideshows and freak shows—that seemed so at odds with what she was 
trying to accomplish. The Miitter’s mission, after all, is to educate visitors, not give 
them their money’s worth in entertainment. She engineered spots on “The David 
Letterman Show” showcasing strange medical artifacts. She published an annual 
calendar featuring photos of frightening specimens from the collection and then 
turned those transfiguring images and into a coftee table book of medical amaze- 
ment, The Miitter Museum. But her wry, dark and bawdy sense of humor would draw 
up short when you found yourself straying into “This place is sooooo weird!” terri- 
tory about the museum, and she'd look you dead in the eye and remind you, “We're 
a medical museum, damn it!” 

And it worked, every apparently contradictory part of it. Why? Because 
Gretchen Worden was one of the greatest showmen I’ve ever met. Whether she'd 
have ever admitted to it in those words, she knew that showmanship was necessary 
to make Aer museum (and the Miitter was, de facto, hers) the best in the world. Even 
though she owned any room she entered, she always made you feel that you were the 
reason for her being there, that but for you, she'd have no reason to he there at all. 
Except, of course, for the museum. 

That museum—the greatest museum in the world, in my opinion—was all that 
really mattered to her. Now, I’m not saying that she had no other interests, that she 
lived/ate/breathed/slept the Mutter alone, but it was amazing how many things she 
dipped into that just seemed to feed back to 19 S. 22nd Street. I don’t think there 
was a committee she sat on, a board of which she was a member, a showman she ever 
met who didn't know immediately that she was the director of “that” museum. True 
showmanship demands such presence, and she had that in spades. What she also 
had was a seemingly naive generosity, a giving nature—of her time, herself, and the 
museum artifacts—that often terrified me. Of course, she was way smarter than I 
was: Her time, her life, her self was the Miitter. What's not to give, when you look 
at it that way? As she put it to me once, she had to make herself go home every 
night; otherwise, she'd have worked there ‘til she dropped. Her generosity—an art 
student getting as much attention asa fellow museum director or visiting physi- 
cian—simply sold the Miitter and its educational mission more fully. Be generous 
with the medical profession, sure: it ts the Mutter Museum. But also be generous 
with the public—the artists, the media, the families—and you've sold the institution 
and its mission in perpetuity. Now thats showmanship. 

One night, after a long afternoon of her 


attending the phones and hosti 
? é E e s ing a grade 
school field trip while I tried to st ee 


\ ay out of her way, the museum was finally closed 
and we found ourselves alone, Anxious to get us to dinner and drinks ; 


} I : aan : » L was trying to 
wurry her out, a task at which I was failing miserably. “Do you have time to help me 


change a few lights?” And she smiled that huge smile. What could I say? So there I 
am, crawling above the showcase of a giant skeleton, the Hurtel Skull Collection th 
Soap Lady, stainless steel lobotomy tools, rows of wax eye models, and I’m se ‘ - 
around with lights, “Yo,” I reached into the dust atop ‘the case, “what's this?” The 
paper, small, torn from a pad long ago, had written upon it dates going back i ’ 
“Oh, I need that.” I handed it to her, She studied it for a moment 2 neil Te 
day's date, and handed it back. The look on my face told her I oat if shed e af 
ently pushed attention to detail just a detail too far. “We need that,” me S a oa 
sure we get the bulbs with the longest life for the money.” But wv: cou aa a es 
everything, deary, and everything in its place. a ; 0 aa 
James Taylor is the publisher of Shocked and Am 
devoted to sideshows, novelty an 
www. shockedandamazed com, 


azed!, the world’s only journal 


1 variety exhibition, which can be found online at 
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THE SECRETS OF SOUTH PHILADELPHIA 


t night, the medians fill up with cars 
A= back to back. Video poker 

machines turn up in the strangest 
places. Dozens vie for penny-ante political 
positions like “ward leader” that come with no 
office and little pay. Why is South Philadelphia 
the way it is? Why are so many prominent 
Philadelphians South Philadelphians? Does the 
mob still exist there? What is a ward, anyway? 
Will I ever know the secrets of South Philly? 
Well, the answer to that last question, at least, 
is no. It’s too confusing. South Philly has 
roughly 100,000 citizens, and roughly one in 
three qualifies as a “character,” and one in four 
are involved in ward politics and/or small-time 
gambling rackets and/or the Passyunk 
Cheesesteak Wars, or at the very least, sound 
like they're involved. 


DON’T movies—ahem, Rocky—that 
depict South Philadelphia as constituting all of 
Philadelphia misrepresent the rest of the city? 

Actually, South Philadelphia, more than 
any other part of town, really is something of a 
demographic microcosm of the city, even 
though it represents a mere 7.5 percent of its 
population. In many ways it’s a caricature of the 
city, since no one famous really comes from 
South Philly, but the famous-for-Philly types 
most likely to be dubbed “larger than life” 
(Frank Rizzo, Vince “Vince of Darkness” 
Fumo, Joseph “Skinny Joey” Merlino, 
Nicodemo “Little Nicky” Scarfo, union leader 
John “Johnny Doc” Dougherty, rapper Beanie 
Sigel) all seem to have been born, raised and 
schooled here. According to the 2000 census, 
there are two ways the average South 
Philadelphians differ from the rest of Philly: 
On average, they make less money and are 
more likely to own the home they live in. 
Otherwise the statistical differences are slight: 
Forty-nine percent of its residents are white, 


Francis Lazarro Rizzo 
also known as The Big Bambino 


compared with forty-five percent in the rest of 
the city, and in many ways it mirrors 
Philadelphia. Almost exactly the same percent- 
age of its residents have four-year college 
degrees (just over ten percent), receive welfare 
(around nine percent), are under 18 and over 65 
(about eighteen and sixteen percent, respective- 
ly) as the rest of the city. They don’t just park on 
the median, they are the median. 


HOW Italian is South Philadelphia? 

The census does not count Italians, but the 
exodus of Italian Americans across the river to 
South Jersey only seems to have extended the 
reach of the curiously clan-centric, dealmaking 
and feud-propagating culture so many associate 
with Italian South Philadelphia. Back within 
South Philadelphia lines, Asians—Vietnamese, 
Cambodians and Chinese—have established 
their own video poker, prostitution rings, gang- 
ster ties to other gangster groups in Atlantic 
City loosely based on the Italian models. Pho, 
by any other name, is just vermicelli (albeit in a 


delectable beef broth). The language is differ- 
ent, but the ingredients are the same. 

HOW South 
Philadelphia? 

Not very, in the sense that if you open a 
bakery you will not be shaken down for street- 
cleaning money. However, if your streets are 
clean, you will have your committeeman to 
thank, and your committeeman might take a 
few hundred here and there to convince you to 
vote the right way, and in exchange for those 
votes your committeeman (or person) might 
get a job for your slow cousin, and after awhile 
your committeeman is going to hit you up for 
money, and if you don’t pay up it could turn 
into a feud whereby someone's legs get broken, 
and ... More often than not, however, the 
media depicts South Philadelphia politics as an 
extension of the mob because things don’t 
seem to happen the way they should. Polling 
places in sections of the Second Ward that 
favored Sam Katz in the 1999 election sat quiet 
and empty in the 2003 election thanks mostly 
to the don’t-get-out-the-vote directives of 
John Street supporter John Dougherty. What 
do South Philly voters owe to Johnny Doc, 
especially given that he’s the archrival of arch- 
bringer of bacon Vince Fumo? We may never 
know. But rest assured local news reporters are 
filing Right-to-Know requests as we speak in 
hopes of figuring it out. 


mob-controlled is 


WHO is this Frank Rizzo guy, anyway? 

Frank Rizzo, South Philadelphia's best- 
known native son, is dead, but his son is a city 
councilman-at-large. The late Rizzo was a high 
school dropout; a police commissioner; a gener- 
al hater of intellectuals, homosexuals, blacks and 
whites of non-Italian ethnicities; a selective 
lover of thousands of all colors and creeds; a 
Republican who switched to the Democratic 
party and back again in the span of one political 
career; a tough who raided beatnik coffee hous- 
es in the 1950s for sport and according to one 
persistent tale, presided over cops dressed up in 
rabbit suits and roughed up detainees with car- 
rot-shaped clubs to get them to cooperate with 
interrogations. In his tenure as police commis- 
sioner he raided Black Panther offices and invit- 
ed many a police brutality accusation, but he 


THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


firebombed nary a city block, and he also took 
credit for preventing the devastating race riots 
endured by cities like Detroit and Washington 
-D.C. Rizzo was best-known, however, for his 
_ _ two terms as mayor during the seventies, a peri- 
fod during which he posed for a picture in a 
tuxedo with a nightstick tucked into his cum- 
merbund. He probably could have stayed mayor 
for another decade or so, but he was prohibited 
from running for a third term; he retreated not 
back to South Philadelphia but to a tony street 
in Chestnut Hill (South Philadelphians don't, 
somehow, resent this sort of slight) where 
rumors swirled that on-duty police officers spent 
their days on Rizzo detail working on his lawn. 
(When a news reporter came to his Chestnut to 
investigate, Rizzo threw a notably expletive-free 
tantrum during which he called the reporter a 
“lush” and a “crumb-bum”) When Rizzo ran for 
a third term as mayor in 1991 he was largely 
expected to win; his death from a heart attack at 


age 70 in 1991 paved the way for Philadelphia's | 


second best-known mayor Ed Rendell. 


WHO ran in Rizzo's place? 


Glad you asked. That would be a fellow | 


named Joe Egan. Egan's a Republican, but he’s 
not from South Philadelphia and no way was 
he going to win that election. Egan runs the 
Parking Authority now. 


SO WHY do people park in the middle of | 


Broad Street in South Philadelphia? 

Egan says the Parking Authority doesn’t 
have jurisdiction over South Philadelphia in 
areas south of Washington Avenue. “South 
Philly is its own world,” he says. Indeed, before 
Philadelphia was established by William Penn, 
South Philadelphia existed; Philadelphia's first 


southern border was South Street. 


Frank Galioto, an aide to City Councilman | 


Frank Rizzo (son of Rizzo I, you'll recall) 
agreed with a frequently floated theory that the 
Washington Avenue line was the result of an 
oral agreement Rizzo forged an the 1970s, an 


“understanding” that’s outlasted the ban on | 


building above Penn's head. “It’s not realistic to 
expect people to park legally,” he said, a truth 
that brings the Parking Authority millions of 


dollars of fines each year, but not a cent from | 


the medians of South Philadelphia. « 


ur Elected Representatives Voted 


CASHING OUT (HR 3574): 


Following several years of corporate scandals, 
the Financial Accounting Standards Board 
proposed a mandate that the true cost of 
employee stock options be included in compa- 
ny financial statements, in order to provide 
shareholders with the true cost of compensa- 
tion packages. But some companies, especially 
small start-ups or tech firms who use stocks in 
lieu of high salaries, argue that there is no sci- 
entific way to value options. HR 3574, which is 
currently making its way through the Senate, 
would limit writing off stock options to the five 
most highly compensated executive officers and 
exempt small businesses and private companies 
from writing them off until three years after an 
initial public offering. 


OIL PRODUCTION (HR 4517): 

HR 4517 gives the Department of Energy the 
authority to decide where oil refineries will 
operate. It does away with both the 
Department of Environmental Protection's and 
individual state environmental agencies’ ability 
to deny permits for the construction and expan- 
sion of refineries in certain communities. 
Instead, it gives the Secretary of Energy the 
final word on environmental permits in 
“Refinery Revitalization Zones.” Any area that 
has experienced mass layoffs at a manufactur- 
ing facility or any area that has an idle refinery 
can be declared one of these zones, so long as 
its unemployment is twenty percent higher 
than the national average. 


GAY MARRIAGE (HR 3313): 

The Defense of Marriage Act allows some 
states to refuse to recognize same-sex marriages 
performed in other states. HR 3313 prohibits 
all federal courts, including the U.S. Supreme 
Court, the right to hear cases related to the 
interpretation of this clause. Throughout 
American history, the Supreme Court has set- 
tled conflicts regarding the interpretation of 
federal statutes and traffic between states. This 
bill denies the possibility of such judicial 
review. Instead of having one reading on the 
clause, each state's own Supreme Court could 
issue a different interpretation, resulting in a 
chaos of rulings on the transference of the 
legality of same-sex marriages across state lines. 


DEFENSE SPENDING (HR 4613): 

According to a speech by Sen. John McCain 
(R-AZ), the FY 2002 Defense Appropriations 
Act contained $3.7 billion in pork. The FY 
2003 defense budget contained over $4 billion. 
This year, the total pork in the proposed appro- 
priations act came to $8.9 billion, including 
$3.5 million for sleep deprivation research, $1 
million to repair Alaska’s Biathlon Trail, $110 
million for a fleet of F-15 planes, after the Air 
Force has already decided to replace the F-15s 
with F-22s, and $1.9 million for the Lewis & 
Clark bicentennial celebration. The final bill 
included $25 billion for emergency appropria- 
tions in Iraq and Afghanistan, $1.7 billion of 
which was earmarked for classified programs. 


THE UNITED STATES HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES 


JAMES GREENWOOD (R): This year, Greenwood was one of the pharmaceutical industry's biggest congressional critics. Then he resigned in late 
July to chair the Biotechnology Industry Association. The new job will pay him $650,000 a year, more than four times his old salary. 


Summary of Bill or Resolution 


CASHING OUT (HR 3574): Requires CEOs and executives of invest- 
ment companies to report stock options in their annual reports. Allows 


some options to be deducted as an expense on tax returns. 


OIL PRODUCTION (HR 4517): Increases cabinet authority and pro- 
vides incentives for building more oil refineries in the United States. 


BACK TO WORK (HR 444): Establishes a Personal Reemployment 
Accounts Grant Program to assist Americans returning to work. 


FREE TRADE WITH MOROCCO (HR 4842): Reduces and 
eliminates trade and investment barriers between the U.S. and 
Morocco as part of the Bush Administration's attempt to establish a 


Middle East Free Trade Area by 2013. 


GAY MARRIAGE (HR 3313): Denies the federal courts the jurisdic- 
tion to rule on whether states are required to recognize same-sex mar- 


rages legalized in other states. 


Result 


PASSED 
312-11 


Received in Senate for 
debate. 


Referred to Senate 
Committee on 
Environment and Public 
Works. 


PASSED 
239-192 


Referred to Senate 
Committee on Health, 
Education, Labor, and 
Pensions. 


PASSED 
213-203 


PASSED | Became public law. 
323-99 
PASSED 
233-194 


Passed House. 


THE UNITED STATES SENATE 


ARLEN SPECTER (R) Pa.: The four-term incumbent Specter will face Democratic Rep. Joseph Hoeffel in the general election this November. 
Hoeffel, who trails slightly in the polls, is touring of every one of Pennsylvania's sixty-seven counties to reach out to voters statewide. 


Summary of Bill or Resolution 


DEFENSE SPENDING (HR 4613); Outlines Fiscal Year (FY) 
2005 budget for the Department of Defense, including $4 trillion for 
an Iraq Freedom Fund, $2 trillion of which is for classified programs 


GRIEVING (S.Res.373): Resolution expressing sympathy to the 
family of Ronald Reagan upon his death and appointing a committee, 
consisting of all the members of the Senate, to attend his funeral 


committment to establishing a separate Palestinian state, 


PEACE PROCESS (S.Res.393):; Resolution expressing support for a 
USS. policy of peace in the Middle East, and affirming the Senate's 


Trade Area by 2013. 


of individuals in U.S, custody to the Senate 


FREE TRADE WITH MOROCCO (S,2677): Reduces and climi- 
nates trade and investment barriers between the U.S. and Morocco as 


ont of the Bush Administration's attempt to establish a Middle East 
ree 


DISCLOSURE (S.Amdt.3485): Amends $.2400, the bill authorizing 
FY05 DOD funding, to direct the Attorney General to submit all 
Department of Justice documents on the treatment and interrogation 


Result Status 


In conference 
with the House. 


PASSED 


98-0 


PASSED 


98-0 


PASSED 


95-3 


Agreed. 


Became public 
law. 


FAILED 


46-50 Rejected. 
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A UNITED FRONT OF UNQUESTIONING DISSENT 


from DNC page 1 
Party met in Atlantic City forty years ago, they 
weren't able to follow the script quite as closely. 
That’s because the Mississippi Freedom 
Democratic Party (MFDP) was there. 

In 1964, only five percent of Mississippi’s 
blacks were registered to vote, and while the 
state population was forty percent black, the 
Democratic Party’s Mississippi delegation was 
one hundred percent white. Local law enforce- 
ment beat, intimidated, and even killed to keep 
blacks out of politics and away from the voting 
booth. Blacks had no alter- 
native means to power 
through the Republican 
Party, which had been 


Reconstruction. So a coali- 
tion of groups that had 
been active in registering 
black voters decided to 
form their own party, and 


gates, all but four of whom 
were black, to crash the 
convention. 

On arriving in Atlantic 
City, the group created a 
dilemma for Democratic 
President Lyndon Johnson, 
who feared that giving in to 
their demand for full dele- 
gate status would drive 
white Southerners to the 
Republicans, Johnson tried 
to distract the media from 
covering the MFDP’s hear- 
ing before the convention's credentialing com- 
mittee by calling an impromptu press confer- 
ence, but the networks replayed the MFDP’s 
testimony during prime time anyway. Millions of 
people heard Fannie Lou Hamer, a sharecropper 
from Ruleville, Mississippi, describe how a state 
policeman threw her in jail and forced two black 
prisoners to beat her with a blackjack for regis- 
tering blacks to vote. She concluded: 


All of this is on account we want to 
register, to become first-class citizens, 
and if the [MFDP] is not seated now, I 
question America, is this America the 
land of the free and the home of the 
brave where we have to sleep with our 
telephones off the hooks because our 
lives be threatened daily because we 
want to live as decent human beings, in 


America? Thank you. 


The national party offered a compromise 
that would grant two members of the MFDP 
delegate status, seat the rest as honored guests, 
create a commission to ensure that all future 
state delegations would be integrated and 
require that Mississippi's all-white Democratic 
delegation sign an oath promising to support 
the Democratic nominee, presumably Johnson, 
against Goldwater. The White House issued a 
statement claiming that the MFDP had 
accepted the compromise, but according to the 
MFDP, they turned it down. In Hamer’s words, 
“We didn’t come all this way for no two seats.” 
The all-white Mississippi delegation walked 
out with only a handful of their delegates sigr.- 
ing the oath to Johnson. Although the party 
had refused to accept them, the MFDP dele- 
gates entered the convention hall. This failed 
compromise radicalized activists who witnessed 
the MFDP’s thwarted attempt to work within 
the party, and helped set the stage for the anti- 
war protests of the 1968 Chicago DNC. 

But every powerful institution must co-opt 
and integrate dissent, erasing any memory that 
things have ever been another way, even if it 
takes thirty or forty years. On Tuesday night, 
the second night of the 2004 convention, the 
Democrats honored the anniversary of the 
MFDP and Fannie Lou Hamer. I sat between 
New Jersey and Delaware as actors Ossie Davis 
and Ruby Dees presented together, taking turns 
reading off the teleprompter. They could have 
been awarding the Best Actress in a Supporting 
Role, except they were speaking about the bru- 
tal realities of 1960s Mississippi. Few on the 
floor were listening. The lack of interest was 
not usual at that hour; every convention speak- 
er scheduled before 8 p.m. had to compete for 
attention. “Hey, I wanna hear this,” a young 
black man scolded his chatty neighbors, as the 
main screen displayed 1964 footage of Hamer. 
Interest from the floor increased dramatically 
when Maya Angelou came out—three mid-20s 
white girls next to me burst into sustained 
applause and several Oh-my-God-it’s-Maya- 
Angelou screams. 

Angelou offered these words: “In the 
sequestered most private heart of every 
American lives a burning desire to belong to a 
great country, to represent a noble minded coun- 
try where ... the dream of democracy is not in 
sole possession of the strong.” As she spoke, the 
video screens ringing the Fleet center above the 
luxury boxes flashed the phrase they displayed all 
four days: the DNC logo and the words “A 
STRONGER AMERICA.” The memorial 
praised “Fannie Lou Hamer’s single decision,” 
spoke of the fact that “she knew she was only one 


A television reporter on the 
convention floor. 


woman,” remembered “her single voice”, and 
made hardly any mention of the MFDP, except 
as something she “co-founded.” Granted, the 
memorial was officially for Fannie Lou Hamer 
and not for the Mississippi Freedom Democratic 
Party. But Hamer’s “little light which she shined - 
upon the darkness” (Angelou’s words) would 
have still been in Ruleville, were it nor for the 
student activists who first approached her, the 
thousands of blacks who elected her as a dele- 
gate, the sixty-seven other MFDP delegates who 
rode with her to the convention and the 
MFDP’s lawyer and other 
advisors. Hamer was utterly 
alone when she withstood 
the beatings in the rural 
Mississippi jail, but it was 
only by being part of a 
movement made up of 
thousands of people risking 
their lives that she made it 
from that cell to Atlantic 
City. At 2004's well-script- 
ed and ‘unified’ convention, 
even the boldest convention 
handler would be hesitant 
to emphasize the exploits of 
a group of citizens who 
heroically formed an alter- 
native to the Democratic 
Party. Better to focus on a 
single heroic woman. The 
official ended 
with a recreation of the pre- 
vious night’s September 11 
memorial: the lights were 
dimmed and a third of the 
delegates held aloft tiny lights while a choir sang 
“This Little Light of Mine,” a gospel song pop- 
ularized by Hamer. 

Forty years time has made Hamer’s critique 
of the party not only safe, but something to cel- 
ebrate. The Democratic Party is now depend- 
ent on black women, ninety-five percent of 
whom voted for Al Gore in 2000, making up 
eleven percent of his total. In several Southern 
states, more blacks than whites voted for Gore. 
Thirty-nine percent of the 2004 delegates were 


Ian Huntington 


memorial 


minorities, more than at any previous DNC. 
Registration patterns have grown more equal as 
well—only two percent fewer blacks than 
whites’ registered to vote’ in 2000; and only 
three percent fewer voted. 

But there is something worth remembering 
about the Mississippi Freedom Democratic 
Party, something that was left out of the DNC 
program. The MFDP forced a question that the 
Democrats had to answer—where should these 
people sit—and that, by answering, would nec- 
essarily alienate a large segment of their base. 
Because this year’s delegates checked their dis- 
sent at the Fleet Center's doors, Kerry was able 
to avoid any such question. Like Goldwater 
driving Johnson to reject the MFDP, and terror- 
ists scaring Americans into rallying behind 
President Bush following September 11th, so 
Kerry parlayed fear of a second Bush term into 
the perfect, unbroken front. 

Nowhere to be found was Hamer’s real 
legacy of boldly divisive action and nonviolent 
confrontation. Howard Dean and his delegates 
were visible, but only softly and indirectly chal- 
lenged a candidate who failed to represent so 
many of their priorities. Dean took his twenty- 
minute slot, joking wryly about preferring to 
speak on Thursday night, and his delegates 
wore shirts with quips like “I see Dean people.” 
Kucinich’s delegates 
matched the MFDP delegation in number and 
he did the most to keep the heat on Kerry, but 


Dennis sixty-eight 


he released his troops several days before the 
final nominating vote. Forty-five stayed with 
Kucinich, the remainder backed Kerry. His 
organization also distributed anti-war stickers 
and pink scarves that said “Delegate for Peace.” 
Tim Carpenter, the former deputy campaign 
director for the Kucinich campaign, was in the 
convention headquarters when one of the Kerry 
handlers suggested that armbands should be 
removed because “they are not fire retardant.” 

All the real protest was kept out of the con- 
vention hall and behind two fences. I visited 
the Freedom of Speech Zone on Thursday 
night, several hours before Kerry was sched- 
uled to speak. The scene was desolate. An old 
P.A. system was broadcasting “We Shall 
Overcome” in a repeating loop. A few signs 
and papers littered the concrete. Most of the 
hundred or so protesters had left the ‘Protest 
Pen’ for a parallel street near one of the heavi- 
ly fenced delegate entrances and were busy 
confronting a Veterans Against Kerry contin- 
gent, engaging in ducling chants of “Bush 
Lied, People Died” and “Kerry Lied, People 
Died.” A woman pressed herself up against the 
fence and in a half-moan, half-chant called for 
an end to the war in Iraq. Two young suits with 
delegate credentials swinging from their necks 
left the security line about thirty meters from 
the Zone and came toward the woman. “You 
are being heard. You are being heard. People 
are listening,” they reassured her through the 
fences. The woman, oblivious, continued her 
soft chant. 

Tan Hunt: 


reached ¢ 


ton fies in Boston, He can be 


raematl as 


PAGE 4 


THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


SEPTEMBER 2004 


Where Are Your Papers? 
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were not returried. 

A week later, the Jordanian received a let- 
ter from Special Agent William Riley of the 
Department of Homeland Security, sum- 
moning him to the 5th floor of 1600 
Callowhill Street at 9 a.m. on Monday, July 
12 to meet with Special Agent Mark Olexa. 
To the agent’s surprise, he arrived with 
Abdelkader, she recalled. 

“The immigration agent was completely 
surprised [to see me],” she explained. “I think 
that if I wasn’t there he would have asked a 
completely different set of questions. I said 
listen, it’s already been determined that he’s 
not this individual [the Kuwaiti]. What has 
this to do with his immigration status? You 
have his green card. Why are we here? 

And then he said he needed an extra fin- 
gerprint, something completely bogus, and 
that was it. They left and he hasn’t been 
bothered since.” 

Olexa said that that he was unable to 
comment to the media. Calls to his supervi- 
sor were not returned. Chief Inspector Joseph 
O'Connor of the Philadelphia 
Department's Counter-Terrorism Bureau 
was unable to recall the case. 


Police 


n September 11, 2001, Philadelphia 
Ons Nabil Ayesh pulled up to a stop 
sign outside a police station in Upper Darby. 
Ayesh, a Palestinian, struck an officer as sus- 
picious, and he was detained, jailed and 
transferred in the middle of the night to the 
Metropolitan Detention Center in Brooklyn, 
New York. 

According to attorney Sally Baraka, who 
helped coordinate Ayesh’s legal assistance, 
the authorities there determined that Ayesh 
was none other than Osama bin Laden. After 
one year and twenty-five days in jail, over 
which time it was determined that he was 
not, in fact, Osama bin Laden, Ayesh was 
released. His wife and children had already 
been deported, and his van, full of construc- 
tion tools, had been confiscated and auc- 
tioned off. 

In late April 2003, the Philadelphia 
Inquirer reported that Ayesh had been arrest- 
ed again in upstate New York. According to 
the article, Ayesh was a passenger in a car 
pulled over for speeding. The officers were 
not satisfied with the documents he pro- 


duced, and put him back in jail. 

Stefan Presser, Ayesh’s counsel, told the 
Inquirer that Israel had decided to accept his 
return. He was deported, Baraka said, and 
has not been heard from since. s 

Marwan Kreidie, executive director of the 
Arab American Development Council, said 
that while the local Arab community enjoys a 
good relationship with the Philadelphia 
Police Department and the FBI, immigra- 
tion is “a different story.” 

Immigration attorney Anser Ahmed 
agreed. 

“They arrest anyone they think is suspi- 
cious. They've taken a power-hungry 
approach—they’re doing it, they're getting 
away with it, nobody seems to mind. If you're 
going to deport people, deport everybody. 
Don't just focus on certain groups.” 


n September 11, 2002, an Arab 

American family was eating lunch at 
the Macaroni Grill in Willow Grove. While 
they waited, they took advantage of the 
crayons on the table to doodle on the restau- 
rant’s paper tableclothes. The father, unhap- 
py with a local strike, drew a yellow school 
bus. Someone else, perhaps the 80-year old 
grandmother at the table, drew an airplane. 

Several days later, the FBI paid a visit to 
the family’s house. The family believes a 
Macaroni Grill employee reported their 
credit card to local police, who then passed it 
on to the FBI. Kreidie, who sent letters to the 
Macaroni Grill on the family’s behalf, “didn’t 
want to make a big stink about it.” But, he 
added, “We should have.” 

Malia Brink, staff attorney at the 
Civil 
Pennsylvania, said Muslims in the United 
States are often hesitant to speak out publicly 
about perceived infringements of their rights. 
“They're a hard nut to crack,” she said. “They 
think if they keep quiet, if they cooperate, it 
will blow over.” 


American Liberties 


Brink said she believed that law enforce- 
ment officials are not just profiling members 
of the Arab American community, but tar- 
geting them. “There is more prosecution for 
minor offenses,” she explained. “Those 
things are very disconcerting ... It’s as 
though they want to get any conviction on 
this person so they can never come back to 
the United States.” ~~ 


Union of 


Chief Inspector Joseph O'Connor at his office in Frankford. 


“WE SHOULD BE PREPARED,” 


AN INTERVIEW WITH THE CITY’S TERROR CZAR 


from O’CONNOR page 1 

they become privy to the information that the 
guy in the White House has, they're going to 
have to respond in a similar fashion. Many peo- 
ple say, “Geez, I’m glad Gore wasn’t in office 
when this happened.” But I don't think Gore 
could have responded any differently than the 
way this president responded. 


CS: Including what’s happened with Iraq? 

JO: I don’t know enough about Iraq, but in 
terms of 9/11, with regard to striking 
Afghanistan, I don’t think we had a choice. 
With regard to Iraq, again—I’m one of those 
people, I believe in the government. Do I think 
that people sometimes lie? Yeah, I do. But do I 
think that he just wanted to go into Iraq for ...? 
No. I think that he had what he felt was credi- 
ble information to do what he had to do. The 
problem, as it turns out, the information wasn’t 
as credible as he thought it was. It didn’t have 
the credibility that maybe should have been a 
standard before he did anything. I’m not the 
president. I don’t know what information he 
got that prompted him to do that. I don't 
believe that it’s a big conspiracy, I don't believe 
they did it for oil. 


CS: What kinds of standards does the police 
force use to make sure the information you're 
getting is credible? 

JO: Well, we take all information, whether it’s 


credible or not. So you have reliability factors. 
If you're building a group of informants, you 
may get one that’s going to give you excellent 
information. And based on that excellent infor- 
mation you're able to develop something, 
whether it’s a base, an alert, identification of a 
certain entry point for whatever it might be, 
narcotics, unpacked cigarettes. Now, once 
you've done that, once you've got that, this guy 
has given you credible information. “Your stan- 
dard of reliability might be first unknown, if 
you're using him for the first time. But if you've 
used him maybe three times, and it’s proven to 
be valid information ... 


CS: How do you go about preventing terrorism 
on a daily basis? 

JO: Well, I don’t prevent it. My job is to oversee 
the day-to-day activities of our detectives, and 
to liaison with the FBI, state police and other 
agencies, law enforcement types. I also oversee 
the outreach program to the business communi- 
ty at large. We talk to community groups and 
civic groups with regard to terrorism and the 
identification of factors that could lead a person 
to think that they might be seeing something 
that might be terrorist-related. We work closely 
with the Secret Service to protect dignitaries 
that come in. And we work organized crime, the 
traditional people: biker gangs, black organiza- 
tions that have started up with regards to illegal 
activities, things along those lines. 


CS: What is it like to work in a preventative 
capacity? How is preventing an attack different 
from solving a crime that’s already occurred? 

JO: The whole purpose of prevention is to have 
the community alert our uniformed patrol with 


regards to specific indicators that might tell us, 


that there may be something afoot. Information 
gives us the tools to further conduct an investi- 
gation, and based on those findings, identify 
whether or not organizations or groups of peo- 
ple are financing terrorist groups, and also 
whether or not they're proselytizing with 
regards to anti-western sentiment and things 
along those lines. 


CS: Does that mean that you depend heavily on 
citizens? 


JO: Oh, absolutely. 


CS: How many calls do you get? 

JO: It depends on what might be going on and 
the awareness level of the public at large. 
Shortly after the attack on 9/11, there were 
numerous calls. 


CS: How many is numerous? 

JO: Oh, you'd get anywhere from 100 to 150 a 
day with regard to terrorists. But then, like any- 
thing, complacency sets in. I don’t want people 
to panic, but I think people should be con- 
cerned, I think people should report anything 
they see in their day to day that’s unusual or 
suspicious. 


CS: How many calls a day do you get now? 
JO: Uh ... it varies. There aren't a lot. As far as 
tips and phone calls from the citizenry at large, 
they've dwindled. But we still continue to get 
tips. 


CS: Is the information usually useful or is it a 
lot of bunk? 

JO: You have to understand, any information, 
regardless of how non-specific it might be, once 
it’s conjoined with other information that not 
just necessarily my bureau has, but certainly the 
JTTF, the Joint Terrorism Task Force has, it 
may provide a key with regard to a puzzle. Any 
information that people see of an unusual or a 
suspicious nature they give us, we follow up to 
a logical conclusion. We take it as far as it can 


go. 


CS: I’m an average Philadelphian. How can | 
help prevent terrorism? 

JO: What you can do is be conscious and alert 
to your surroundings, and anything of a suspi- 
cious or unusual nature that you see. Don’t be 
fearful or think that somebody will think you're 
goofy for calling it in. Always call it in. 


CS: How can I know if it’s suspicious or not? 
JO: Well, it’s not up to me. I don't live in the 
neighborhoods. I don't ride the bus down 
Broad Street, so I don’t know what people rid- 
ing that bus down Broad Street might see that’s 
unusual. 


CS: What do you make of the complaints that 
some of the measures the government has taken 
since September 11th are excessive? 

JO: That's one of the human cries that goes up 
with regard to anything that’s done with regard 
to anybody from the Middle East. Now, you 
could be flip or you could be curt and say, well, 
wasn't it excessive that the twin towers were hit 
by two planes? Wasn't it excessive that Nick 
Berg's head was chopped off? Wasn't it exces- 
sive that Daniel Pearl’s head was chopped off? 
With regard to excessive, I’m not saying that all 
Muslims are that extreme, but people from that 
part of the world are that extreme with regard 
to what excessive is. Regardless of whether that 
person turns out to be a terrorist, it’s nowhere 
near as excessive as it would be if the positions 
were reversed. When it comes down to it, I 
don’t believe that the Constitution is a death 
pact. I believe that the Constitution should be 
adhered to as much as possible, and the free- 
doms that we enjoy and that we extend to oth- 
ers who are not even citizens—in order for us to 
survive in this day and age, there has to be a 
point where we say, okay, these are guarantees 
afforded under the Constitution. However, 
public safety and life and the destruction of our 
way of life have to be addressed appropriately. 
Otherwise we can all be holding hands, talking 
about rights. People from that segment of the 
religion Islam, they don’t believe in human 
rights as we do. They believe that everything 
stems from the holy Koran and that’s how it 
should be throughout the world, not just their 
part. Their goal is to convert. 

Now, let’s say our terrorists were all Irish 
Catholics. And they were moving out from 
Belfast and we figured they wanted to take over 
New York City. Now, would we be stopping 
Middle 


People that have Irish surnames and looked 


Easterns? African Americans? No. 
Irish? Sure we would. And that’s not to say that 
we only do Middle Eastern people, because 
their recruiting has moved on. They recruit 
people from North Africa, Hispanics, white 


Americans. 


CS: What’s the of the 


Terrorism Bureau? Are we going to have it for- 


future Counter- 
ever? 

JO: I think it will be a permanent part of the 
police department. I think we're going to live 
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under this threat of attack for many years to 
come, and J think that the federal and state 
funding for such a unit is there. The biggest 
enemy that this country could have would be 
complacency with regards to a stalled attack. 
People from that part of the world, their idea of 
time is completely different from the Western 
idea of time. Whether it’s one year, ten years, 
they don’t care. 

We could lose this. It won't matter to me, 
because I'll be dead. It’s not anything that’s going 
to happen in the next twenty years. But over a 
period of time, we could all be converted to Islam 
or end up paying some sort of a tax, as is done in 
that part of the world, if you're not a Muslim. 


CS: This last month the Department of 
Homeland Security briefly changed the threat 
level from yellow to orange. What do you do 
differently when that happens? Does your job 
change? 

JO: The FBI—with whom we enjoy a very 
strong and very open relationship—they made 
it a point to contact me directly and let me 
know there was no specific threat to 
Philadelphia. And that’s important, because in 
the past when they elevated it to orange, the 
strain on city finances to appropriately address 
that level was staggering. 


CS: Malia Brink, an ACLU attorney, told me 
that since 9/11, the police and the district attor- 
neys have been prosecuting offenses that had 
previously not been prosecuted, in an attempt 
to get people out of the country who may or 
may not pose a threat. Is that true? 

JO: There are crimes that were once considered 
maybe under the wire that are now being pur- 
sued and prosecuted. The most common are the 
coupon scams and baby formula scams. There 
are food scams, where they buy food that’s out- 
dated or they steal it out of warehouses where 
it’s to be destroyed, and they distribute it in var- 
ious stores, changing the mark-ups on them. 
These are crimes that are considered to be low 
level. These crimes do seem not heinous at all, 
but they are in fact providing funds for terrorist 
groups such as Hamas, Hezbollah and Al 
Qaeda. 


CS: So I’ve been reading about Mohamed 
Ghorab', the Egyptian imam in East Frankford 
who's been detained. Would the IRS have cared 
about his taxes if he weren't a Muslim cleric? 
JO: 1 believe they would have, yes. But you have 
to understand it’s a very difficult line when you 
start looking at religious institutions. And you 
have to bear in mind that unlike Judaism and 
Christian sects, Islam has no hierarchy. The 
exception would be, of course, Shiites, who do 
have a hierarchy. But the Sunni muslims—if 
I’m a learned person and I know the Koran, I 
can become an imam and we can set a mosque 
up in a rowhome. It’s only a matter of how 
many come to pray and who leads the prayers. 
All an imam is—he’s not a priest, he’s not con- 
sidered a rabbi. 


CS: That’s very democratic. 

JO: It’s democratic to the point where they do 
not believe in the secularization of government. 
They believe that all governments, and all life, 
should be based on the law of the Koran. Their 
basic premise is that we have the Koran, and it’s 
the word of God; all law should be based upon 
that. As a people, as an area of the world, they 
were never exposed to the Western thought 
processes with regard to Reformation, with 
regard to Enlightenment and things along 
those lines. In a sense, their development along 
those lines is similar to children. That occurred 
because in those countries, social services were 
provided by the religious. And along with those 
social services came a period of indoctrination 
with regard to the Koran. This religious indoc- 
trination carried through into their formative 
years, and they are true believers. They believe 
those things. 


CS: It must be a very difficult thing to battle, 
when you're dealing with someone’s faith. 

JO: What's difficult is you have people who 
have come up from early childhood, and at your 
age I'm sure you can remember many of your 
formative years with regards to your religious 
teachings or principles that you were brought 
up in. The difference lies in, as time evolves, 
you were probably encouraged to think inde- 
pendently. As a people, in that part of the 
world, they're not encouraged to do that. 


CS: Can you give me any examples of the JTTF 
preventing an attack in Philadelphia? 


‘In late May, dozens of federal agents raided the 
Ansaar Allah Islamic Society and the home of 
the mosque’s imam, Mohamed Ghorab, look- 
ing for bank and financial records. Ghorab, 
who was in the United States on an expired 
visa, was ordered deported last year. He was 
awaiting appeal at the time of his arrest. 
According to his attorney, Anser Ahmad, the 
authorities have not yet found any incriminat- 
ing evidence in the files they confiscated. 
Ahmad’s biggest concern is the treatment 
Ghorab has received in prison. While leading 
prayers for other inmates in mid-August, 
Ghorab failed to respond when a guard called 
his first name. He has since been moved to soli- 
tary confinement for a period of sixty days. As 
of late August, he has been in prison for nearly 
three months and has still not been charged 
with a crime. ; 


from SECURITY page 1 
bunals, and some face possible execution if 
found guilty. : 

Under the U.S. Patriot Act, the federal 
government can infiltrate, wiretap and inves- 
tigate political and religious groups without 
any evidence of wrongdoing. Late last month, 
The New York Times reported that these pow- 
ers are being applied not just to mosques and 
immigrants but to protesters preparing for 
the Republican National Convention. Under 
the Patriot Act, anyone who breaks any local, 
state or federal law while putting a human life. 
in danger—hanging a sign off the side of a 
bridge, for example—could be charged with 
domestic terrorism. If the president decides a 
U.S. citizen is a threat to national security, he 
can hold them indefinitely without charges 
and try them under the military laws being 
used at Guantanamo, a power currently under 
review by the Supreme Court. 

Between September 2001 and December 
2003, the Department of Homeland Security 
registered and interviewed 177,260 foreign 
visitors from the Middle East and South 
Asia, and visited many from time to time to 


JO: No, I can’t. 


CS: Is that because it’s classified or because 
nothing has been prevented? 

JO: We've had what I consider to be 
Philadelphia mentioned on two specific occa- 
sions. And our answer to that was to implement 
necessary safeguards to show that we were 
aware of the specificity towards Philadelphia. 
Now whether or not we allayed an attack, I 
have no way of knowing. But what I do know is 
that on two different occasions, Philadelphia 
was specifically mentioned. 


CS: You mean on Al Qaeda tapes, or ...? 
JO: From intelligence that was forwarded to us 
through channels that would not be local. 


CS: Do you have cases of vigilantism in the 
community? Locals who are overhelpful or tak- 
ing matters into their own hands? 

JO: Vigilantism is a bad term. You have people 
that are concerned and they will call you with 
things that they see, things that they observe in 
their neighborhood. And they should be con- 
cerned. And many times, those things lead to 
other things where you can identify illegal 
activity. 


CS: Is it hard to get a suspected terrorist to the 
station? 


JO: You're talking about resisting? 


CS: Yeah. 

JO: It depends. I think they’re kind of shocked 
and baffled that we've identified them. They 
certainly make a lot of noise verbally. You were 
talking about the Wakeling Street job [the raid 
on Mohamed Ghorab]. I thought it was very 
interesting how she [Meriem Moumen, who 
wed Ghorab in a religious ceremony] got on the 
bandwagon about how they [the officers and 
agents] did this and they did that and they did 
this. I’m not going to presume to know the out- 
come of that. But I can say one thing with a 
level of confidence. When people such as the 
IRS, the ATF, the FBI, and the Joint Terrorism 
Task Force put together a network of informa- 
tion and communicate to the degree that they 
do now, there’s something there. Now, whether 
it materializes into a prosecutable case that’s 
going to render a verdict of guilty, that’s anoth- 
er matter. But there’s something there. We don’t 
have the time to be fooling around because we 
don't like somebody. We don’t have that kind of 
time anymore. That’s not afforded. So there has 
to be something there, whether it’s financing, 
proselytizing ... and again, free speech defends 
a lot of things, up to a point. And the difficulty 
with regards to this aspect of policing is identi- 
fying whether the mosque itself is a subversive 
group with criminal intentions, or whether it’s 
an element within the mosque that’s a subver- 
sive group with potential criminal intention. 
That's the difficulty that lies ahead for law 
enforcement today, because we have freedom of 
religion and freedom of speech. 


CS: What do you think that point is with free- 
dom of speech? What's the line? 

JO: The line that you find many of the prosely- 
tizers crossing is direct financing. An imam or 
any kind of person has the freedom to speak 
their political views, but you have to find out 
whether they are financing something criminal. 
Are they financing? We know they're recruiting. 
We know they're recruiting actively. But are 
they financing? Are they giving direct support? 


CS: But it’s not actually illegal to speak against 
the United States, right? 
JO: [Nods.] 


CS: Is the Liberty Bell a real target? 

JO: The Liberty Bell is a symbolic target. And 
I was very apprehensive during the Karzai visit, 
when Hamid Karzai came for the Liberty 
Medal. 


CS: I was concerned, too. 
JO: 1 was extremely concerned. And I think 
those concerns were founded. And I think that 


Civil Liberties Under the Bush Administration 


verify where they were and what they were 
doing. Of these, 13,799 were deported and 
2,870, were imprisoned. (Since September 
2001,'the government has been allowed to 
close deportation hearings to all outside 
observers for any case deemed to be “of spe- 
cial interest.”) As of December 2003, twenty- 
three foreign visitors were still being held, not 
one of whom had been charged with a terror- 
ism-related crime. 

Due to public outcry, the Department of 
Homeland Security scrapped its proposed 
Operation TIPS system, which would have 
recruited more than 1 million utility employees, 
mail carriers, and other workers with access to 
private homes to report on their customers and 
employees. But the department is following 
through with its MATRIX program, which 
maintains a list of the 120,000 U.S. residents 
with the highest “terrorist factor,” a quotient cal- 
culated from a combination of age, gender, race, 
credit history, past addresses, known relations to 
pilots, and other publicly available information. 
Of the thirteen state governments that were 
originally participating in the program, 
Pennsylvania is one of five still signed on. # 


people in similar positions, both federal and 
state, had similar concerns. It spoke volumes 
that we were able to, as a country, get him in, do 
his presentation, and get him safely back to his 
home country. Karzai is Al Qaeda's number two 
target. 


CS: What did you do to keep him safe? 
JO: We did what you see happening in New 
York City right now. We had to extend the 


perimeter, the inner perimeter. 


CS: So you prepared a certain zone that would 
be safe, a buffer zone. 

JO: To ensure that we'd have a route that we 
can safely bring him in. And once inside, the 
other precautionary measures with regard to 
vehicles that were being placed underground, 
the department had it, and we could call in 
assistance from the state police, because it’s very 
tiring for bomb dogs to work. They're only 
good for a certain period of time and then they 
have to rest. 


CS: So can we expect that something will even- 
tually happen in Philadelphia? 

JO: 1 won't say that we can expect something 
will happen in Philadelphia. I think we should 
be prepared, and part of my job is to ensure that 
our officers have sufficient training to respond, 
that there’s sufficient communication between 
the first responders, and that we have the con- 
tacts to get the state and federal resources that 
we need should such an attack occur. And do I 
expect one in six months, a year? Anything can 
happen. And again, I don’t say that in a cavalier 
manner, but I believe that we have established 
in Philadelphia sufficient safeguards to inter- 
dict, and sufficient intelligence resources that 
we'll be able to identify those that might have 
that plan down the road. 


CS: Can you estimate how many people have 
been detained as suspicious in the past couple 
of years? 

JO: I really can’t. We've detained a number, 
we've interviewed many. We've had a number of 
incidents where they had all the earmarks of 
preliminary surveillance. Their planning can go 
on for years. I have a very hard time believing 
that people just want to videotape traffic pat- 
terns. If you're asking me, I think theyre all 
involved. Even though they may be innocent. 
Let’s say that you're on vacation in Philadelphia. 
And youre a college student or a housewife or 
just a single person who's out to see the sights. 
What's to prevent me as a terrorist from 
approaching you and saying, “Listen, Christine, 
I would like to get some pictures of the Liberty 
Bell. I would like to get some of the traffic pat- 
terns in and around City Hall. And I’m going to 
give you a video camera and some videotapes, 
and here’s a couple hundred dollars, too.” 


CS: Does that happen? 

JO: How do we know? I think it will happen. 
You're asking me if it’s happened? I can’t point to 
one specific instance and say that it has hap- 
pened, but I think that we would be kidding our- 
selves if we didn’t think that it did happen. # 
—CHRISTINE SMALLWOOD 
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COMMERCE 


Via Bicycle 


One August day, I accompanied a friend 
in search of a bicycle to the outdoor selection 
at Ninth Street's Via Bicycles. A gangly gen- 
tleman emerged from the cavern of grease and 
tools to offer his help. We inquired about gears 
and aluminum and handlebars, repairs and 
costs and general terms. Helpful and consider- 
ate, he explained that my Schwinn Caliente, 
which I had brought in the week prior with a 
flat front tire, was a good compromise between 
speed and relaxed comfort. The ride is cushier, 
and laid back. Pleased to have my bicycle 
remembered, | agreed that my ride is indeed 
cushy. No purchase was made. 
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The Septa Letters 


I WRITE TO STRANGERS ON THE TRAIN 


2a BY LIZ RYWELSKI #~ 


10. #36 TROLLEY TO 43RD & 
BALTIMORE AVENUE, 2:00 P.M. 

It was sunny. I] had just bought a pair of 
purple sandals from the Salvation Army at 
22nd and Market. I took the trolley, for the 
first time in a long time, to a picnic in Clark 
Park. I was wearing the best outfit for the 
day: a white tennis skirt, trunk sale sunglass- 
es, and a white t-shirt with Black Flag’s four 
stripes filled with the Louis Vuitton pattern. 
I love the single window seats on the trolley, 
the stop and go, stop and go movement. 

Sitting, I found myself staring at this 
guy’s arm. It looked like my uncle's arm, with 
a thick cuff of muscle right below the elbow. 
I wondered if 1 knew him or if his grandpar- 
ents or great grandparents once knew mine. I 
could not see his face, but I watched him 
from six seats behind. We were both facing 
west as Clark Park came up on the left, he on 
the north side of the trolley, I on the south. 
On a small placement card I wrote: “You are 
pretty, please write me, Liz_space1026@ 
yahoo.com.” I prepared for my stop and then 
walked up to him, touching his hand with the 
card. I did not look at his face as he took the 
letter from me. I wanted to ¢e// him to answer 
me, but instead I walked off the trolley with- 
cout looking backs. e-__ seres | ee 

A few days later he wrote! 


Hello, 

This is Mike. I got a note from you 
on the trolley last Saturday asking for 
a letter. So I’m writing one ... 

Hi. So you are a member at 1026. I 


used to live with Courtney, now I live 
around the corner from her. I’m not 
so sure what to include in a letter 
such as this. I’ve never received one 
like it before. I’m not even convinced 
it wasn't a joke, but I figured what the 
hell. But regardless, thanks for telling 
me | am pretty. That made me smile. 
I remember thinking you were pretty 
too. Write me back if you like. 
—Mike 


REPLY FROM EPISODE # 9: 
Below is a reply from the guy who was 
reading The Art of War that ran in the last 
installment of The Septa Letters. 


I guess I will start with you had a 
smile on my face the entire trip home. 
I live in Port Richmond in a home 
that I am rehabilitating. A lot of work 
to do but also a lot of fun. So, I 
assume you live in the city. What line 
of work are you in? I work in the 
Finance and Mortgage industry. Fun, 
fun and more fun ... actually it is a 

very fulfilling position. Well, I am 
glad you handed me that note and I 
look. forward toshearingebackfrom pee 
you ... until then have a great week- * 
end!!! 
Talk to you ... 
Chad «~ 
Liz Rywelskt lives in I hiladelphia. She can 
be reached via email at lz_space1026 
@yahoo.com. 
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The Soft Locks of Friendship 


LEAFING THROUGH LOVE’S GROOMED STRANDS 


Margaret Williams Hair Alubum, Library Company of Philadelphia 


any young women kept friendship 
books in the 19th century. Most start- 

ed off as commercially produced blank 
books, which were then circulated among 
friends, each person inscribing a personal 
message or poem in their best and most flow- 
ery handwriting. But Margaret Williams has 
her friends add an unusually personal touch, 
borrowing from the age-old post-mortem 
practice of clipping a lock of hair from the 
head of the dearly departed. The locks in 
Margaret's book don't represent fricnds who 
died in their youth, but they do represent 
individuals she may often have been separat- 
ed from, and whose companionship she 
longed for and cherished. Consider this stan- 
za from a period poem entitled “At Parting”: 

So, with a last good-bye 

In this grey hour you die 

To us, as we to you, 

Parting is dying too, 

And distance, heart to heart despairing 

saith, 
Is but a name for death. 


The pieces of hair extracted from her very 
best friends were arranged in circular patterns 
and sewn neatly into the small book, which 
was bound with newsprint that has been 
dated from 1838. Some locks are decorated 
with tassels, some with black or brown rib- 
bon, and all the pages are decorated, cither 
with tiny gold leaf collages or watercolor 
flowers. It seems as though Margaret pre- 
ferred the company of bruncttes to blondes, 
or even to redheads for that matter. Hair sam- 
ples for whole families are represented on 
some pages, like the Underhills—James, 
Jesse, Prudence, Mary Ann, Phebe and 
Perlina; and the Marys—Smith, Lea, Joseph, 
Deborah, Martha, Stephan, Rachel, and yes, 
Mary Mary. Morgan S. Washburn, Cornelia 
Halden and Emily McIntyre are among those 
who appear in the book without siblings. 
Margaret Williams's hairbook currently 
resides at the Library Company of 
Philadelphia, located at 1314 Locust Street, 
which also has a lock of George Washington's 
hair stored in its collections. # 


Image courtesy of the Historical Society of Pennsylvania. Words by Kim Massare. 
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with no front wall. They are named for what 
they sell: Bike Shop, Shoe Repair, Computer 
Store. Above, the wooden beams in the slight- 
ly sloping ceiling are covered by thin metal 
sheets, many of which are loosening at the 
bolts and peeling down like bark. And while all 
the Green Garden Company’s flowers are 
made from dyed fabric, the smell of eucalyptus 
fills the air around the entrance. 

Outside, a neon ‘M’ stands atop an 
eighty-foot mast with wires of lights 
trailing down like ribbons on a maypole. 
A person driving along any of the three 
highways cradling the Mart might see 
the M and have a rush of nostalgia for 
the old days, popsicles, and childhood in 
a suburban America when even malls 
seemed somehow simpler. A person 
might see the boarded-up beige build- 
ings, washed up around the Mart like 
sand in a delta or the Coastal gas station 
that closed when regular unleaded was 
still $1.77, and think about what a shame 
it is that places like the Mart aren't 
around anymore, that these places just 
couldn't survive. 

A person would think this until they 
saw all the cars in the parking lot. 
Because somehow, the Mart did survive, 
almost fully occupied, without anyone 
seeming to notice. 

Then the developers, politicos and 
the politico-developers noticed. George 
Norcross III, the near-omnipotent insur- 
ance tycoon and former Camden County 
Democratic Party chairman, had been 
looking for a home for his South Jersey 
Hockey~-LLG;~-the~ as-yet-unnamed ~~ 
minor leagtie"téarfi ih a minor league sport he 
and a partner had acquired. After bad publicity 
and resistance from Lawnside and Gloucester 
Township residents, Norcross sold his share in 
the team and added a civic center and enter- 
tainment center to his plans for the team’s 
home. The Crossroads was selected because of 
its accessible location and the fact that it is a 
politically “smarter” site than the little wilder- 
ness that remains in South Jersey. The entire 
project will cost an estimated $50 million, 
$24.2 million of which will come from casino 
profits and the rest from floated bonds. Despite 
resistance from Mart merchants, Mart owner 
Elliott Kattan sold the Mart lot to the Camden 
County Improvement Association in May for 
$13.2 million, and the site is scheduled to be 
cleared sometime this fall. 

But for now, as a sign on the building’s 
wall declares, the Mart is “Still Here (At 
Least) Another Year.” Still, the shopping 
public doesn’t seem to realize that the 
Mart remains open. Kerry Yobb, owner of 
the Gold Emporium who heads the Mart 
merchant's association, says business “has 
been down by fifty percent. It was even up 
to eighty percent, but it’s fifty percent 
now, sometimes increasing to fifty, sixty, 
eighty.” In February, Camden County 
agreed to rent a white halogen-lit blimp to 
float overhead, bearing the message 
“OPEN” at the end of the Mart, close to 
the highway. Unfortunately, the idea was 
shot down. “Someone shot down the 
blimp within four hours,” Yobb says. 
“Some kids with paintball guns put five 
holes in it.” The injured blimp is due back 
from its California manufacturer any day, 
but for now the skies over the Crossroads 
remain empty. 

The Mart was built by an entrepre- 
neur, a lawyer and a grocer in 1955, as 
developers were blanketing America’s first 
suburbs with asphalt and concrete to build 
room for returning World War II soldiers. 
It featured 103 shops, a parking lot for 
“8,500 automobiles” and a catchy slogan: 
“Only five miles, five minutes, and five cents 
from the Tacony-Palmyra Bridge.” The 
Camden County Courier dubbed it the “modern 
day supercounterpart to the old square farmers’ 
market.” The Mart was such a quick success 
that within three months the partners length 
ened the building by three hundred feet. It was 
the beginning of a golden era in American 
retailing. 

“We sold one dollar bills for fifty cents and 
people were skeptical at first, but soon under 
stood that it was just another way of dazzling 
them with footwork,” remembers Sandy 
Wizov, who worked at the Mart from 1956 
until 1992. “We sprayed coal with gold paint 
and dabbed some ‘nuggets’ with a substance 
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that glowed under a black light.” 

Wizov recently completed an 11,000-word 
history of the Mart’s fifty years, making him 
the foremost authority on the subject. He 
started behind a drawing board in a clothes 
closet, designing advertisements and Mart cir- 
culars. In 1975, he became the general manag- 
er and advertising director, often putting in 
fourteen and fifteen hour days, with his own 


a 
" 


exten Ami, seni, 
office anda collection of*300 clown figurines 


behind his desk. 

Wizov had a name for the slow, dazed way 
members of the public would walk around once 
theyd entered the Mart’s cool clutches: the 
“Mart shuffle.” 

“Customers were in their glory, watching a 
first rate series of entertainers, absolutely free. 
That is, free unless they wanted to make a pur- 
chase.” As the crowds shuffled, an auctioneer at 
the Mart would jingle bells and chatter from his 
storefront to command their attention. 

“Some of the nonsense he jabbered went 
something like, ‘Watch what I do with these 
one dollar bills dangling between my fingers, 
See them change into ten dollar bills right 
before your very eyes.’ Over and over he repeat- 


“Only five miles, five minutes and five cents from the Tacony-P: 


above the law, it seemed. Rather than obeying a 
Pennsauken blue law prohibiting businesses 
from opening on Sundays, the Mart opted to 
pay a weekly fine. Sunday became the most suc- 
cessful day of the week at the Mart, at least 
until the rise of televised football. Eventually, 
the Mart was strong enough to get the laws 
repealed. 

Through the years, businesses sprouted up 


vent. 


almyra Bridge,” the old slogan % 


around the Mart: United Check Cashing, the 
$26.99 Sneaker Outlet, Penn-Jersey Seafood 
and Jomar, among others. And twenty years 
ago, as a new wave of fortune seekers sought 
mystic counsel over the telephone, Ruby the 
Psychic moved into an old shack just off 
Haddonfield Road with her husband, who is 
also known as Ruby. They burned the shack, 
tore it down and built a small brick house with 
red-bordered windows and large double doors. 
Ruby and Ruby are allowed to live here, in their 
place of work, through a grandfather clause in 
the Pennsauken zoning laws, and for the past 
twenty years they have resided here happily, 
hosting summer parties in the parking lot, 
catching dinner and a movie a few yards away, 


never minding that they were marooned on a 


Ruby the Psychic burned down an old shack and built her new home and business here at the Crossroads 


ed that pitch until someone became curious. 
Other curious people said, ‘Hey, what'd he say?’ 
and before you knew it a mob had semi-circled 
around his little table. Then, like magic, a door 


opened behind this jabbering set-up man and 


someone was flinging combs and cigarette 
lighters to the people in the crowd, Not wish 
ing to block the aisles, the people were ushered 
in to watch and became part of the auction. 
People reacted as if they were being pulled by a 
chain fastened to a ring in their nose, Action 
like this was happening during every hour the 
Mart was open.” 

The Mart was flashier on the outside, too, 
ys. The neon M revolved on its pole, 
and it was higher, 120 feet above the earth 


concrete peninsula 

“We have no neighbors here, we're very 
comfortable,” says the male Ruby, whose last 
name is Thompson. “We can make noise, we 
have barbecues, parties, and family events.” He 
says it’s better than living in the crowded city, 
and the Pennsauken police do a good job of 
looking out for them. Years ago, he says, the 
Mart area “was like a town, There was Eric 
Theaters, a cleaner, Chinese restaurants, the 
Italian village.” It’s not the same with so many 
tenants out of business, but it's home 

But the Rubys, too, will soon be gone, After 
years of law and government bending to suit 
the Mart, the powers that be have bent to shut 
it down, Camden 


Years ago the County 


Improvement Authority began eyeing the Mart 
as an attractive site for “Smart Growth’— that 
is, Norcross’s civic center project. The Mart, the 
CCIA proposed, could move to Camden. 
Camden, the Mart countered, could also be an 
ideal site for “smart growth.” The CCIA won— 
though not entirely. The Mart will not move to 
Camden, but instead be relocated to a site nine 
miles north in Willingsboro. 

The new Mart will exist at a closed- 
down strip mall, once anchored by the 
long-gone Caldor department chain. 
When Caldor went bankrupt, Target 
stores began eyeing most of its real 
estate, but for some reason skipped on 
this site, leaving behind the strange retail 
ghost town on Highway 130, where the 
windows that aren't boarded up are 
hazed over by a greenish mold and a 
leaky roof has left shallow puddles on 
store floors among pieces of broken glass 


photos: Benjamin Tiven 


and trash. There is no sign that ground 
has been broken on the new Mart site. 
Keith Ludwig, one of the current Mart 
managers who has been charged with 
consulting for the new space, cannot say 
whether the Willingsboro site will be 
ready by the time the Mart is torn down. 

Yobb remains optimistic. “You know 
it’s gonna happen,” he says. “If it doesn’t 
happen, [the CCIA] has got a problem. 
They've got sixty to seventy businesses 
that need homes.” 

The Stardust 
those businesses. It used to be a bowling 


Ballroom is one of 


alley, but tonight it is a gauze-draped 
host to twenty line-dancing senior citi- 
zens, members of the Burlington 

County Single Parent Society, who step- 
step-clap-turn on the vast glassy expanse of the 
dance floor to a country song with an almost 
graceful roboticism. Caroline Gentile has been 
dancing in the area with her husband for forty- 
five years. She is 85 years old. Her husband 
Peter is 96. They do not look their ages. She 
and her husband will be following the ballroom 
to its new site after it is demolished, although 
it will be difficult and probably,*she muses, 
require a carpool. In the meantime the 
Stardust’s owner, Joyce Hanley, is struggling 
with plans for relocation, as well as an ongoing 
decline in business similar to that of the Mart. 

Le Parfumeurie, an unpretentious two- 
shop business that sells discounted men’s and 
ladies’ perfumes from clear glass cases and 
shelves, has been at the Mart for thirteen years. 
Owner Sam Katsman, a man in his 60s 
with a heavy Eastern European accent, 
says he “knows nothing” about the 
Willingsboro site and might retire 
instead of moving his shop there 
Mostly, he says, he will miss his cus 
tomers. “People are really friendly here 
Ht They try to bargain with me but mostly 
they know I sell cheaper than most 
stores, like Macy's and Strawbridge’s.” 
Sometimes, Katsman confesses, he gives 
one or two dollar discounts to customers 
who cannot afford the perfume. 

A woman who serves pizza slices at 
the far end of the Mart didn’t want to 
give her name. A Mart merchant for 
“twenty-some years,” she says her chil 
dren worked at the Mart as teenagers. 
She, like Katsman, is unsure about the 
relocation plans. She says that she has 
seen the new site for the Mart and “it 
doesn't seem like it’s going to pan out.” 
She slides a slice into the oven for a cus 
tomer and says, “A lot of people will be 
Sorry to see it go, but things change.” 

A Ukrainian shoe and leather repair 
man is not so philosophical. He has 
worked at the Mart for twenty-six years. 
“L cannot start again from age 68," he 
says trom behind his shop's counter. 
“They close the Mart, they kill me.” 

Sandy Wizov will miss the Mart as well. 
“Knowing what I do now, and tecling the emo 
tions that come with reading headlines that sav 
the Mart is doomed within a year, saddens me, 
terribly,” he writes in his history. 
during the last dozen or so Years of my time at 
the Mart, I had distinct premonitions the mes 
sages being conveyed were in essence asking 
me, as general manager (acting as parent and 
guardian), not to love my ugly 


“Certainly 


child. To me the 
Mart was always a place of beauty. Perhaps it’s 
all in the eyes of the beholder.” we 

Meghan Quinn grew up in Northeast 
Philadelphia and co-founded Re 


online gallery of mail art at www. 2Owondls ory 
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Sinatra Hits Manayunk 


CHAIRMAN & NEIGHBORS LEARN TO HARMONIZE 


2a BY MATTHEW BRODSKY «# 


“Starbucks wanted me here in the worst way.” 


MANAYUNK, Phila—My neighbor 
dared me the other day to dump a bucket of 
water on Frank Sinatra's head. It’s not that we 
have anything against doing things his way. But 
Frank won't leave us alone. He croons every 
Friday, Saturday and Sunday, and sometimes on 
school nights, right under our bedroom win- 
dows. He takes requests. You name the tune, 
and Frank can sing it. Or he'll try, at least. The 
shoppers who stroll by tend to order up the 
classics—“That’s Life,” “Love and Marriage,” 
“Fly Me to the Moon’—over and over and 


Matthew Brodsky 


over. It’s enough to get Frank under your 
skin—and not in the good way. 

Frank is a Manayunk landmark, though, so 
you learn to cope. He arrived when this blue- 
collar nook of Philadelphia was just transform- 
ing into the snooty, love-it-or-hate-it strip to 
drop a few hundred’bucks on a sunny weekend 
afternoon, and he decided to stay. For the last 
ten years, he’s been entertaining locals and day- 
trippers alike. He's not picky. He'll sing for 
whoever comes. 

Frank works the corner on Main and Gay 
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loud. He has a voice that, depending on the 
alignment of factors like humidity, time of day 
and blood-alcohol level, might be mistaken for 
the pipes of Ol’ Blue Eyes himself. First time 
listeners could be forgiven for thinking his 
wafting melodies to be the rise and fall a sharp 
needle over the grooves of a pristine recording, 
cranked up to ten. His voice draws the curious 
away from their window-shopping. It lures 
them from blocks away. 

They arrive at Starbucks’s corner to find the 
uncanny, the impossible: a 79-year-old 
Chairman of the Board, live in the flesh, clad in 
black business suit and thin black tie, black sun- 
glasses and black fedora. If it’s August, Frank 
might have donned one of those button-down 
short-sleeve shirts that old men like. 

His black karaoke machine with the analog 
dials on top of its two-foot-tall speaker is 
behind him, pushed up against the Starbucks 
storefront. He messes with it on occasion, 
pumping up the orchestra or turning down the 
blare. But mostly he just belts into his plastic 
mike. His fingers grace the mike like a crystal 
champagne flute as his head sways in time with 
the canned melody emanating from the speak- 
er. When he lowers his head to hold a note, you 
can see over his‘sunglasses. His eyes are closed. 
Whether Main bustling and 
enthralled, or the place is dead and he is paid no 
mind, Frank is strutting standing still. 

Those drawn from blocks away by this pied 
piper of the middle aged giggle and point at the 
spectacle like school kids. Frank Sinatra is a 
black gentleman named Arnold J. Scott. 

Scott, no doubt, digs the attention. 

“T love it,” he says. “I enjoy it quite a bit.” 


Street is 


Scott, who had been a part-time musician 
in his younger years, discovered his talent as 
Frank on a cruise to Bermuda that he and his 
wife, Floretta, took over a decade ago. One of 
the on-board festivities was a talent show. 
When Scott, urged on by Floretta, took center 
stage, out came “Summer Wind.” 

“People went crazy,” he tells it. 

When he returned home, the retired car- 
penter decided to keep singing. Luck seemed to 
be a lady to Scott, too. First, a buddy in West 
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Philly was having a yard sale, where there just 
happened to be a used karaoke machine up for 
$20. Another friend, a woman in Chestnut Hill, 
pointed him to what was then a burgeoning suc- 
cess in urban rehabilitation—Manayunk. 

“That's where it was happening,” Scott 
recalls. 

Sinatra was a natural choice. Scott has 
always held a deep reverence for the Voice from 
Hoboken. 

“I grew up listening to Sinatra when I was a 
kid,” Scott recalls. “In the ‘40s, I was listening 
to him with Tommy Dorsey, the Harry James 
Band. I took a liking to Sinatra back then. No 
special reason.” 

Admittedly, even after you've withstood his 
singing 5,000 times—and you're about to reach 
for the bucket—it’s hard not to be impressed. 

“People always told me I sounded like him.” 
He breaks into a couple lines from “I'll Never 
Smile Again,” a Sinatra song from his child- 
hood, to prove it. As Frank sees it, he has no 
choice but to sing Sinatra. 

“Frank’s gonna be the man.” 

On Scott’s first night in Manayunk, he set 
up in front of the continental bistro Zesty’s and 
made a measly $28. Scott still shakes his head 
at the thought of it. He struggled for a week, 
until he took notice of the bigger crowds down 
the block near Sonoma. He made the move, 
plugged his machine into a nearby flower store, 
and electrified the café crowds with his fool’s 
gold tenor. 

His tip basket, a huge wicker job with the 
diameter of a small pizza pie, has been full ever 
since. As much fun as Scott has, being Frank is 
also a profitable hobby. He's a bit cagey when 
asked exactly how much he makes. 

“Oh, I do all right.” He grins and chuckles. 
That question was cool, he seems to say, just 
don’t ask it again. 

A quick peek in his basket, though, will tell 
you all you need to know. It’s dense with 
Jacksons and Hamiltons, sprinkled with only a 
dash of Washingtons and Lincolns. The bills 
poke out of the wicker on your average Friday 
or Saturday night. As great as it is to play the 
home field, though, Scott hits the road on 
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occasion, most recently headlining a few pri- 
vate parties in Ventnor. As for A.C., Scott 
remembers how the Tropicana casino came 
a’courting last summer. He turned them and 
their funny money down. His three daughters 
were too concerned for him at his age. And 
after all, he doesn’t do this because he has to, 
and he doesn't leave Manayunk because he 
doesn’t want to. 

“I started in Manayunk,” he explains. “I’m 
established here.” . 

Manayunk is just his kind of town. It does- 
n't hurt that he has captive audiences at 
Sonoma and Starbucks. The latter tourist mag- 
net moved into what used to be the flower shop 
in 2002, a very good year for Scott. 

When they came to town, Starbucks didn’t 
make a move to have Scott ousted. Instead, 
they provided him with complimentary coffee 
and set up tables outside, creating a veritable 
venue for Scott. 

As Scott puts it, “Starbucks wanted me here 
in the worst way.” 

Sonoma provides Scott the electricity to 
power his music machine, as well as food. To 
them, and the rest of the Manayunk communi- 
ty, Scott is not just some busker, but a neighbor. 
When Scott was robbed last month, for 
instance, half of the twenty or so waiters, cus- 
tomers, yuppies and admirers who witnessed 
the crime chased after the perpetrator, while 
the other half phoned the police. 

Through the robbery, the lack of a summer 
wind and the occasional run-in with drunken 
fraternity brothers, Scott has not just survived 
on Manayunk’s Main Street. He’s the main 
reason for its success, he'll tell you. People 
from far and wide come to hear the man they 
call Frank. His Sinatra act is so well-known 
that he’s started to mix things up, dabbling in 
Ray Charles, Tony Bennett and the Beatles. 
But for nine out of ten tunes, he sticks with 
what he does best. He turns heads. He draws 
crowds. He makes people smile, even as they 
reach for a bucket of water. # 

Matthew Brodsky lives in Philadelphia. He 
email at milbrodsky 


can be reached 


@hotmail.com. 
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just cupped her-hand and said, 


COUNTRY MUSIC 
WITHOUT THE 
CHASER 


She left me again, 

she took the doorknob but left the door, 
she closed it behind her and went like light 
across the shore; and then she took 

the sun, and then she took 

my dog and drove away in my car 

with all my favorite shirts. 

Did I mention she took the sun? 

Amazing, she just reached up and said, 
“sun, you belong to me,” 


and then she took the water out of the sea, 


“water, you're too wet for me.” 
Unbelievable but true, 
she turned the oceans into puddles, 


deserts into clouds and clouds into whales 


and made them vanish like the sun, 


and then I found the note, 

did I mention the note? 

Did I mention she took my dog? 
She left the leash and the fleas 


but she definitely took the dog, 


it says so in the note. 

But there must be something left, 
I can’t believe-she took my doorknob, | 
what will I close? 
Whar will I open? 
She comes and goes like the fog, 
gray light in a green haze; 

she is whiskey in a champagne glass, 
glazed eyes on an amber sea, 

she used to be but now she’s the past tense, 
she left me this note 


where the stereo used to be. 


—CHRISTIAN ROBERTS 
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moved into 1806 S. 13th Street in August of 

2003. It was a brownstone that I shared with 
two brothers. They had separate apartments, ate 
separate meals and watched different television 
shows on their respective television sets. 

Like the rest of my new neighbors, the 
brothers were old. As I carried boxes into my 
new home, old Italian ladies donned their stoops 
in shapeless cotton prints and watched me with 
unblinking eyes. Some of them scowled, think- 
ing me a scout sent to chart new territories and 
inadvertently disrupt the delicate rhythm they 
had established. I was to be the first of many 
more, all single pseudo-adolescents who would 
not respond to the personal invitation extended 
by the local priest to attend Sunday’s mass. 
Despite the misgivings of these women, my own 
single occupancy was no match against the tide 
they reinforced with every passing day. 

In the colder months, the women put out 
their cigarettes and retired indoors. At each hol- 
iday they decorated their nest so it was unlike 
any other; flags for Labor Day, then pumpkins 
on every step of the stoop, then paper turkeys 
and confetti, then candy canes and Santas and 
Christmas carols blaring through an ancient and 
crackling speaker, then the swooning caricatures 
of Minnie and Mickey Mouse dressed in pink 
and preparing to kiss—they left their personali- 
vfs Bb outifnors, facing. thastgetad osftoo en. 
The brothers had more private habits, and I 


was happy to witness their daily rituals. Every 
morning when I passed Rudy's door on my way 
to work I heard the Cartoon Network blaring in 
the first floor hallway. When summer began to 
turn to fall, he watched the women move 
indoors and gathered each of the twenty orchids 
that he kept in his backyard and brought them 
downstairs to the basement he had converted to 
a greenhouse. What he had begun ten years ago 
with a single plant was now a full time hobby 
that few ever witnessed. Occasionally when a 
bulb blossomed on a Friday, I would open the 
front door to essences of Old Spice and tinny 
lounge tunes that replaced the Scooby Doo 
theme song. Rudy had a date, and I liked to 
imagine him wooing one of the widows next 
door with a crisp corsage from his collection. 
Sometimes I would wake up in the middle 
of the night to hear Herb, the elder of the two, 
singing old country songs about heartbreak with 
Hank Williams. For the most part Herb was a 
quiet fellow, less gregarious than his younger 
brother, and most of our encounters took place 
in the stairwell where sometimes I found him 
polishing the banister. But each night before I 
fell asleep, I held my breath and strained my ears 
to try to hear Herb snoring in the bedroom 
below my own; sometimes if I could not, I fell 
asleep wondering if perhaps I had just heard his 
onlasubseath. Ab those snementsqur adighberhead 
seemed particularly quiet. 


Leaving the Old Neighborhood 


The last Saturday I spent in South 
Philadelphia marked the beginning of spring. 
The ladies had dug up their dresses from their 
basement trunks, preened themselves, and gone 
outdoors. Herb had gone to Atlantic City and 
Rudy was sitting on the edge of his bed watch- 
ing the Power Puff Girls. One by one, I was 
walking nine four-by-five foot paintings to a 
house at Tenth and Ellsworth. Friends there 
were going to babysit the series because it was 
too large for me to bring to California. 

The women grinned as I approached and 
then grumbled when I past. In their minds I was 
retreating, forfeiting my position to their old 
ways. My departure was to them a kind of victo- 
ry. But they grumbled when they saw the paint- 
ings, realizing at once that despite my evacua- 
tion, I had nevertheless been a witness. I had 
lived among them and recorded reflections that 
could subsist outside of the neighborhood. On 
the canvases I carried they saw themselves 
depicted. Each painting featured an old couple 
asleep alongside one another. In the midst of 
their eternal sleep they were carried past the 
restaurants, past the European tailors, past the 
bridal store whose mannequin stood beside a 
knight in shining amour, past the soda fountain 
and into the world. 

“Come back soon,” Rudy said when I gave 


my: final gaedbye-7Send a,postserd fren San 
Francisco.” #& —CAROLINE PICARD 
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FIREBRAND’S FONDNESS FOR STAPLES PUTS HIM OUTSIDE THE FOLD 


from RANDOLPH page 1 
exchange with Marks, took the petitions and 
disappeared into a back room. 

Randolph's eyes clouded and a tense silence 
descended over his entourage as, in some 
unseen chamber, Boyle and Accurti deliberated 
over months of their time and labor. 

Ten minutes later, they returned. The com- 
missioner set the petitions down on the count- 
er. “We can't accept these,” she said. 

Randolph did not look up. 

“You cannot or will not accept these?” he 
asked, his eyes fixed on the petitions, his voice 
low and the words catching in the back of his 
throat. The bureau, Accurti 
explained, does not accept 
stapled-together forms, 
because there is no way to 
prove that the voters who 
signed knew what they 
were signing for. The can- 
didate’s name and affidavit 
could have been attached 
later. To prove her point, 
she put her hand into the 
gap created by the staples 
and flapped it back and 
forth. 

It seemed Randolph 


this time by a handful of 
staples. “This is Kafka- 


esque,” he remarked con- 


Ellen Foley, Randolph’s 
girlfriend, put her hand on 
his arm. “It’s okay. It’s okay, 
” Randolph said. His eyes 
glistened. 

Outside, Randolph was 
interviewed by Fox News's 
Joce Sterman, who boiled it all down to six 


vwoeads, “Sosessentially, you:got rejacted today!” 


“This is the kind of thing I'd expect from a 
tin pot third world dictatorship!” Randolph 
replied. This is not, he said, what Jefferson and 
Madison intended when they laid foundations 
of America democracy. 

Now he was right back where he started. “I 
feel angry,” he said. 


hristopher Robert Randolph was born in 

1971 in South Jersey. His family, working 
class Polish and Italian immigrants, struggled; 
he recalls his barely literate grandfather, a jani- 
tor at the Frankford Arsenal, fighting his way 
through the Philadelphia Inquirer and Evening 
Bulletin every night before he working himself 
to death when Randolph was 12. His father, the 
recipient of two Purple Hearts, one for each of 
his tours of duty in Vietnam, lost the security 
deposit on their apartment after shooting the 
place up with the M-16 he kept under the bed. 
After Randolph’s first father walked out, his 
mother Lorraine Liquori remarried when he 
was 4, and the family moved to Mayfair. 
Liquori divorced her second husband when 
Randolph was 15. For the past ten years, she 
has supported herself by working as a telephone 
psychic. 

As a teenager, Randolph listened to 
WKDU, WXPN (especially Rich Poor's week- 
day afternoon show) and on clear days, 
Princeton University’s WPRB. He perused the 
aisles of the Philadelphia Record Exchange for 
Maximum Rocknroll and FlipSide and sent away 
for foreign fanzines. He hung out at Chaos 
Records, the Book Trader and Skinz, a sort of 
proto-Zipperhead that stocked bongs and 
throwing stars. F 

“I was radicalized by my own despair at my 
situation in life, and listening to college radio 
and going to South Street—finding out what's 
happening in the world and realizing there are 
other ways of doing things,” he remembers. 
Today, Randolph does not have hobbies; he has 
collections. Having moved on from the 
Yardbirds and the Who to obscure 1960s 
Cambodian and Thai rock compilations, he lis- 
tens to everything ranging from hot jazz and 
blues from the 1920s and 1930s to foreign pop. 
His South Philadelphia apartment is crowded 
with thousands of books, photographs and 
records. 

By the age of 14, Randolph had volunteered 
for Walter Mondale and quit when the candi- 
date declared during a presidential debate that 
he intended to build up the United States arse- 
nal of nuclear weapons. At 18, disillusioned 
with the two-party system, he registered Green. 
He attended the University of Pennsylvania on 
a Mayor's Scholarship and traveled extensively 
after graduation. From 1993 to 1997 he served 
as Research Director for the Buckminster 


Fuller-founded World Game Institute (WGI), 


a Non-Governmental Organization that devel- 
ops models to more fairly distribute the world’s 
resources. From 1996 to 2000, he led WGI 
workshops in the U.S., Canada, Estonia, 
Germany and Denmark. In 1998, he monitored 
the second election in the Federation of Bosnia 
and Herzogovina. In 2001, he taught English 
in Qatar. He tries to go abroad once a year, and 
has been to over thirty countries on five conti- 
nents, venturing to places like Nepal, Peru, 
Cambodia, Thailand, Vietnam, Mexico and 
Iceland. 

Randolph says his politics were formed by 
these experiences with youth culture and at the 


Joce Sterman of Fox News interviews Chris Randolph. 


World Game Institute. “The ‘zines and music 

mmwereothe. heart of my methadologyiof on- 
structing a better world, WGI the brain,” he 
says. 

“Part of the reason I’m so angry with the 
Democratic Party is that what look like minor 
compromises have life and death consequences 
for people who are not at the same decision 
making capacity. Telling someone to wait three 
years to make $7.00 an hour is not acceptable. I 
know because I made $5.15 an hour, and I was- 
n't supporting a family. I was just helping my 
mother pay bills. Having Americans work forty 
hours a week and still live in poverty is not an 
acceptable compromise. Not having an exit 
strategy in Iraq is not an acceptable compro- 
mise. Working people are just workhorses and 
then they're put away. The goodwill that my 
mother is giving the Democratic Party because 
she thought Jack Kennedy was cute in the 1960s 
is not worth the abuse she is suffering. At least 
the Republicans fight for their constituents. But 
the Democratic Party has to con its constituen- 
cies every election. They don't even try. They 
don't even pretend they're trying. They're fraud- 
ulent and dishonest.” 

This is Randolph at his best, just before he 
descends into the cloud of names, dates, dollar 
amounts, hands washed and backs scratched 
that form his polemic on the dishonest ways of 
his opponent, Rep. Bob Brady. Because 
Randolph lacks some basic social instinct that 
alerts members of the species when they have 
been speaking for too long, these orations tend 
to be extended. 

“What I really want to do is force Brady to 
address a whole slew of progressive issues— 
which hasn't happened in this campaign 
because of all the ballot hurdles,” he explains, 
issues like the overfinancing of the military, the 
underfinancing of public schools, universal 
health care, an overly regressive tax system, all 
issues that got lost in his all-consuming effort 
to collect signatures. 

In a group, these policy speeches have a 
professorial tone; one on one, his dark eyes 
sucking in all the light, he seems to address an 
invisible third party. According to Armstrong, 
Randolph is a deeply loyal, ball-busting dude 
who will stay up until 3 a.m. drinking beer and 
watching a Busby Berkeley musical with him, 
but in public he reveals only the occasional 
glimpse of emotional presence, let alone anima- 
tion, His livelier moments are during his rants 
against Brady, who has come to personify 
everything Randolph cannot stand about the 
Democrats and the status quo. He has a per- 
sonal axe to grind. : 

“So, who has Bob Brady been hanging out 
with down the shore (where he spends a good 
deal of the year)?” reads a typical memo sent to 
Randolph's email list. “He's fighting crime 
bosses and the Republicans, right? Probably not 

deals with the PA : 


cutting Turnpike 


Commissioner, seeing as he was the former one 

and his son’s on the commission these days ... ” 
Campaign volunteer and friend Annie 

Wislowski calls him “Doctor Diatribe.” 

Yet despite this excess of information or 
perhaps because of it, Randolph has, she said, 
“the charisma of a frying pan.” 

“He’s got a heart of gold that’s all dipped in 
tar,” she added. 


he First District is the poorest in 

Pennsylvania, covering an area east of 
Broad Street that stretches south past Tasker 
Avenue and as far north as Kensington, and 
dips into pockets of the 
Northeast and the city of 
Chester. Since 1988, the 
district has been represent- 
ed by Bob Brady. Brady 
has chaired the 
Democratic City 
Committee for the last 
twenty years and lives in 
Overbrook, outside the 
First District boundaries. 

In .a recent, profile, 
Philadelphia Magazine ran 
down everything Bob 
Brady has done with a 
telephone call. These feats 
include | singlehandedly 
ending the great Wawa 
strike of 1999, and cajoling 
the 


city’s warring 
Democratic| tribes of 
Fumo, Rendell, Dougherty 


and Street into temporary 
ceasefires. The party chair- 
man, who won tthe last 
election with eighty-six 
percent of the vote, has got 
the city all sewn up. More than the pre- 
approved: candidate ofeMemooratic groups like 
Liberty City Democrats, the NAACP and the 
National Organization for Women, he is a 
notoriously powerful wheeler and dealer. 

Maybe Brady was on the phone a lot last 
month, or maybe he was busy summering at his 
second home in Wildwood, or maybe he simply 
considers his challengers from the Republican 
and Randolph 4 Congress parties so over- 
matched that he needn't even comment on 
them. Or maybe he hasn't even heard of 
Randolph. “I don’t even know the name of the 
person,” said Lou Farinella, a Brady staffer. 

Whatever the case, the closest thing to the 
Congressman that repeated phone calls to 
Brady’s Philadelphia and Washington, D.C. 
offices yielded was Steve Kaplan. Like many 
Philadelphia attorneys who hope to one day 
mature into judges, Kaplan is doing pro bono 
for the Democratic City Committee. 

“If he can't get 2,100 signatures, then he 
shouldn't be on the ballot,” Kaplan said. 
“They're not that hard to get. If the major party 
candidates can do it, so can they.” 

Randolph, for his part, refuses to sully his 
campaign with the taint of outside money, 
which has precluded him from hiring a cam- 
paign manager or accepting any contributions. 
Having lost his job as a tour guide in a 
November lay-off at Eastern State Penitentiary 
Historic Site, he has also neglected to seek full- 
time work. He remained on the unemployment 
rolls, doing ad-hoc freelance consulting for a 
market research firm, devoting himself full- 
time to gaining ballot access. He urged his 
friends to do the same. 

It was these friends who, not always eager- 
ly, provided the muscle and energy of the cam- 
paign. Foley, an anthropologist who studies 
issues of public health in West Africa and met 
Randolph on Friendster, joked that she would 
be happy when that other woman, Miss 
November, was out of the way. Santoro, who in 
his hours off from WHYY is making a docu- 
mentary about the campaign, tried to keep 
Randolph on track with a steady stream of 
quips and suggestions. Rob Armstrong, who 
worked with Randolph at Eastern State, was 
more skeptical of Randolph's pro-Nader stance 
and his attempts to rouse liberals against the 
donkeys in a Presidential election year. And 
Armstrong's wife Jeannette questioned whether 
running a third-party campaign for Congress 
was the best carcer decision for a man in his 
mid-30s collecting unemployment, At the end 
ot the day, it seemed that everyone involved in 
the campaign, the half-dozen other signature 
gatherers and assorted acquaintances included, 


shared only two basic principles: they more or 
less liked Randolph as a Person 
son, 


‘ and they 
believed th : 
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lic office should beable to do so. 
Ttewas a good ting Randolph had so much 
free time. Gatherig hundreds of signatures is 
hard work. First ya must convince a voter reg- 
istered in the city é Philadelphia to stop. Then 
you must explain 6 her the difference between 
living east and wet of Broad Street. Then you 
must convince he that you will not be mailing 
her literature or falling her home. Then you 
must ask her to pint and sign and date legibly. 
You must have aworking pen, and you must 
prevent it from king stolen by the homeless 
people who expres curiosity at your activity— 
although the homrless, if registered to vote, are 
eligible to sign yur nomination papers. And 
you must repeat te process 2,407 times. 

“I think the ne thing we learned is how 
hard it is to get stnatures,” Armstrong said. 

The petitionsarrived at Randolph's apart- 
ment at 1234 S. Iancock Street about a week 
late, bearing th¢ address “Chris Ranzolth, 
12345 Hancock §.” Randolph didn’t think he 
had enough to distibute to all of his volunteers, 
so he called up te Bureau of Elections and 
asked what he shald do. As Randolph remem- 
bers it, state emphyee Adam Yake instructed 
him to copy th forms he already had. 
Randolph followe: these directions, but erred 
in his choice of biding. The official state peti- 
tions are eleven iches high and thirty-four 
inches wide, and hve one fold. Randolph, who 
wasn't ready to paran offset press hundreds of 


dollars for this special size, improvised. He 
made two standard legal sized copies and sta- 
pled them together. But as he» learned from 
Monna Accurti, the commonwealth forbids the 
stapling of nomination petitions. 

“They [candidates] always get the right 
directions. There wouldn't be a situation like 
that that would happen,” said Bureau of 
Election spokesperson Brian McDonald. 
“There was probably a miscommunication on 
your end. The candidate in question may have 
misinterpreted what he had been told. Adam 
told him that you could have copies provided so 
long as they are professionally done.” 

But Mr. McDonald, can’t one have copies 
professionally made and professionally stapled 
together? 

“Any answer that anyone would give down 
there would be one hundred percent accurate,” 
he insisted. 

Yake did not return numerous calls to com- 
ment for this story. 

Randolph's signature gathering was not 
without conflict. After a minor skirmish in June 
with members of the Liberty City Democrats, 
tensions between the Randolph campaign and 
the party machine came to a head on the last 
weekend of July when, Randolph says, a volun- 
teer collecting money for the Democratic 
National Committee told one of Randolph's 
volunteers that the corner of Tenth and South 
was DNC turf. The volunteer telephoned 
Randolph, who flew to the scene and called 
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Santoro, who brought his camcorder. 
Randolph—emotionally absent, slightly dull, 
sarcasticocunmudgeon7—was) suddenly replaced | 
by a righteous maniac who was, strangely, just 
as devoid of spontaneity and fire as the usual 
Randolph. 

The video shows Randolph screaming at 
the Democratic volunteer for a solid two min- 
utes, compelled by the thought that one of his 
volunteers and friends had been intimidated by 
this man, the hand of the party and all of its 
money. 

“How much work are you getting done 
now?” Randolph asked, pointing his fingers at 
the volunteer's face. “How do you like it?” 

Randolph didn’t let the moment pass. His 
rage didn’t boil up or fizzle out, but simply fed 
on itself. 

“I’m happy to scream at you, because you're 
an asshole!” : 

According ‘to Armstrong, Randolph is 
known to work himself into such states. 
“Sometimes he spits when he gets mad,” he 
offered. 


uring the petitioning period, Randolph 4 

Congress hosted two benefits. The first 
was a flop at the Ukrainian Club that ended 
with the refunding of people’s seven dollars by 
11 p.m., which Randolph later described as “the 
worst event in the history of human events,” 
something that he was glad he “had nothing to 
do with.” 

The second featured live bands with work- 
ing sound equipment and a crowd of dozens, 
but not everyone was happy. 

“Why aren't there more people here?” asked 
Carmen, a British virologist and member of the 
Wranglers, Randolph’s Quizzo team, who hold 
the Dirty Frank’s record at eight straight wins. 
“I don't know what I can do, because I’m not a 
citizen. But it’s not that difficult. I don’t under- 
stand what he’s doing.” 

It can be hard to depend on the kindness of 
friends. 

Randolph's first and only campaign meet- 
ing of the election effort drew a dozen friends 
and two pierced, spiky-haired girls lured by a 
Craig’s List promise of fifty cents a valid signa- 
ture. Even over beer and pizza, Randolph could 
not be dissuaded from lecturing on the district's 
history and Brady’s hypocrisy, foibles and 
greed. When Santoro or Armstrong attempted, 
gently, to steer the conversation towards the 
best way to double the number of signatures, 
stalled at 1,200, in the next ten days, the candi- 
date turned to statistics and colorful stories of 
being shunned by Democratic special interest 
groups that refused to endorse him. 

“Can we skip the demographic breakdown 
and just move on?” Santoro finally interrupted, 
not so gently. As the meeting rolled into its sec- 
ond hour, not a single task had been assigned. 
There was general talk of a debate and press 
conference, billboard liberation, African 
American talk radio, wheatpasting and sticker- 


ing, but no one agreed to place any calls, and no 
deadlines or budgets were set. 
“Let a-thousand flowers bloom,” declared 


Randolph at last, paraphrasing Chairman Mao. | 


“If anyone has any ideas, do it. I endorse it.” 


s Randolph has it, Brady divides his time 


between renaming post offices and mak- | 


ing sure that the Chinook helicopters being 


sent to Iraq are built at a Philadelphia plant. | 


But on July 27, Brady managed to clear his 


schedule for a John Kerry rally on the steps of | 


the Philadelphia Museum of Art. 


Brady occupied the platform with Senate | 


candidate Joseph Hoeffel, a tearful Puerto 
Rican immigrant by the name of Georgia 
Fernandez (she has a miniature Statue of 


Liberty in her living room surrounded by fam- | 


ily photographs), and a crew of racially bal- 
anced citizens of all ages stationed underneath 
“A Stronger, More Secure America” banner. 
Kerry gave a speech, waved to the crowd and 
accepted Brady’s burly embrace. 

Four hours later on the other side of town, 


Randolph and Foley joined two dozen activists | 


at Finnegan’s Wake for the Peace Action 
Convention party, where a Kerry representative 


attempted to bring potential Nader voters back | 


into the Democratic fold as the Boston conven- 
tion played on the big screen. 


Bob Brady, corpulent buffoon, is a perfect | 


Taylor, the leader of the party machine that 
dominates Mr. Smith when he goes to 


Washington. Randolph, however, makes a ter- | 


rible Jimmy Stewart. 
He rose, clad in Global Thrift suit and hik- 


ing boots, as stodgy as ever. He talked circles | 
around Yakeima McAllister, who was yet to find | 


her footing after one week as a Kerry spokesper- 


son. Scoffing at Kerry’s plan to provide ninety- | 
five percent ‘universal’ health coverage—only | 


one hundred percent will do—he moved on to 
the topic of military spending. Just before being 
cut off by event facilitator Phyllis Gilbert, the 
threat of a Randolph filibuster seemed imma- 
nent. After he retired to his seat, McAllister 


took a few more questions. The progressives | 


longingly watched Howard Dean speak, drained 
their glasses and settled their bills. 

Randolph and Foley remained. Heads hud- 
dled, they chatted about the other peace advo- 
cates, some of whom Randolph knew from 
internships and volunteer programs years ago. 
When Senate hopeful Barak Obama took the 
stage, Foley turned to watch. 


“Do we participate in a politics of cyni- | 


cism,” he asked, “or do we participate in a poli- 
tics of hope?” 

Randolph turned to Foley, unable to resist. 
“Does he really want an answer to that?” 

Foley smacked his arm. 


On August 19, the Commonwealth Court of | 


Pennsylvania ordered the Bureau of Elections, 


PENSACOLA, Fl.—Trains run by con- 
stantly, cutting this quiet but not sleepy city 
through the center. This is the panhandle, “the 


Beach and “the South.” Palm trees there are, 
white sand too, but mostly just dilapidated low- 
lying shotgun shacks with laundry lines and 
whitewashed, windblown little shops. It’s easier 
to find boiled peanuts than the New York Times. 
Athens, Asheville, or an art colony it aint. Nor 
is it quaint—just another nice and hard to pin 
down place I first came to by mistake then 
stayed a while and got to love. 
| This time, though, I’ve returned with a rea- 
son. A purpose. A mission, if you will. I’ve 
come to secretly replace Pensacola’s coffee with 
| coffee from New York City. Let’s see if they 
notice the difference. 

Well, okay. Not so secret. Try having a 
| secret in a small town, it’s impossible. But the 
staff at Pensacola’s End of the Line Cafe agreed 
to host my experiment anyway. In fact, they 
volunteered to be the guinea pigs. If it was an 
opinion I wanted, why not get a professional 
one? 

Kent was the first of the Cafe’s four co- 
owners I caught up with. It was the afternoon, 
|» my morning, when I stumbled into the shop 
carrying a bag of Porto Rico Importing 
Company’s “French Mocha Java” blend, labels 
removed. We put on a pot, then brought it out 
to the Cafe’s patio so Kent could smoke while 
he sipped and spoke. Already I was thinking, 
| “This sure beats doing record reviews!” 
| “I’m not really a coffee expert,” he warned. 
| “Paula is really the expert.” But I countered: 
Everyone is an expert on their own inclinations. 

Kent set up two cups at once, one with 
eream and sugar and one without. A scientific 
approach. 
| “Good aftertaste,” he started. “Compliments 
| my Parliament Full Flavor nicely. Makes me feel 
| content.” 

Content, I noted, but not particularly 
impressed. I quizzed him. “A winter coffee? 
Summer? Spring? Daytime? Nighttime?” 

“Early morning.” 
| “What does it remind you of?” 
| “When I was a kid, when I first started 
drinking coffee with my brother. We'd make 
coffee and cinnamon raisin toast before the sun 
came up, then go hiking two miles in the woods 
with our 80-year-old neighbor.” 

On second thought, he said, “It makes me 
feel like one of those paintings you just 
bought.” 

I'd picked up a stack of paintings in Classic 
| Thrift Store style at the classic local thrift store 
| the day before. Wintry trees and falling fall 

leaves drenched in that particular soft-lens sen- 
| timent or sediment, as American as Socialist 
Realism is Russian. Now Kent was lost in one 
of them. In a time before the forests behind his 
childhood home were torn down and turned 
into subdivisions. 
I thought, “Well, that’s pretty good coffee!” 
but Kent was hinting at something else. What 
| he meant was, I'd made it a little weak. My 
tastes do tend to lead toward the lighter side 
| when it comes to coffee, it’s true, preferring 
| twenty cups of thin stuff to five or ten cups of 
| mud. But in this case, my tastes may have 
fouled the taste test impartiality. Duly noted for 
next time: Coffee should be made to taste by 
the one tasting it. Let the guinea pigs construct 
their own cage. 

In closing, Kent found his coffee satisfying 
but not startling, heartwarming but not hardy, 
or heady. But the verdict was out on whether 
the weakness was due to the blend or my own 


| blandness. Oops! 


ll four of the End of the Line co-owners 

have separate jobs on the side, some more 

| than one. Bidding farewell to Kent, I walked 
down the block to the corner bar where Paula 
was moonlighting. I pulled up a stool in the 
darkness, and while everyone around got 
drunk, we sat stoically and talked. 

Paula is Pensacola’s coffee connoisseur. In a 
world of people who talk about coffee but only 
sip daintily on one small cup in the morning, 
Paula is the pinch hitter, the true believer, rarely 

| seen without a cup in hand at all times of day or 
| night. She does not live on coffee and ciga- 
| rettes, she is coffee and cigarettes. She drinks 
| more of it than me, and that’s just fucking nuts. 

“What's the perfect cup like?” 1 wanted to 
know. Paula rattled off a long list of pleasing 


Commissions and Legislation to accept Randolph's, | qualities which sounded to me more like symp- 


filing. As of August 23, Monna Accurti had not yet 
accepted his petitions, 


toms of disease. 


“Like bark. Pine bark. Dusty, and really 


other Florida,” a crossroads between South - 
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dark. Yellow bubbles on top. At first it’s really 
acidic, followed by a woody aftertaste. Maybe 
smoky would be a better term.” 

She pulled on her cigarette for dramatic 
pause, then went on. 

“Thick and oily, It should leave oily residue 
in the cup, and make you feel like someone 
thumped you on the nose. You get big wide eyes 
every time you take a sip.” 

The time of judgement was close upon us. 
She took the hopeful bag of grounds out of my 
arms and emptied it into her personal cof- 
feemaker behind the bar. It growled and sighed. 

“Too much personality,” I pondered while 
waiting. “Good in people? Bad in coffee?” 

“Okay in coffee, but bad in people,” claimed 
Paula, well known around town for liking only 
people with personality to spare. But we look 
into mirrors differently than we look into each 
other's eyes. 

I looked at her. “Should a good cup be 
affirming or revelatory? 

“Affirming,” she said. I nodded. Therein lay 
the difference between us. 

Finally, after all of the foreplay, Paula 
poured two cups. She sniffed it, looked at it, 
tasted it with her tongue. Skeptical. Her eyes 
did not open wide. 

“If I went to Denny’s and this was the cof- 
fee, I'd be pleased.” That was all she had to say, 
but later she did add, “I should have just drank 


rat poison.” 


t midnight it was raining lightly. I walked 

back to the Cafe and helped Scotty, third 
of the four owners, close up. We brought in the 
chairs, put on some Nat King Cole, turned off 
all but one light. Then, after a long day dispens- 
ing coffee, he put on a fresh pot just for the 
house, using my bag of unmarked beans. 

“This shit’s pretty good!” he said. “Smooth. 
Though you never know what people mean 
when they say that.” 

I withheld comment—something rare or 
even unknown for me—in order to record 
Scotty's opinion without bias. “What does it 
make you feel like doing?” I asked. 

“Killing cops. That's the first thing that 
comes to mind. But maybe just sitting around 
listening to a wistful record. Either one of the 
two.” 

What more could you ask for in a cup of 
coffee, or in anything, really? Except that, from 
what I know of Scotty, I suspected that nearly 
anything would lead him down one of those 
two paths. I prodded him to pin it down to a 
finer point. 

“If you were on death row,” he said, “and 
getting ready for your last cup of coffee, this 
would be pretty good. That doesn’t mean it’s 
the greatest in the world, though. I'd be con- 
tent.” 

Again switching tracks—or inevitable 
paths—between death and heartbreak, Scotty 
compared the coffee to the covers of Jackie 
Gleason records, “with the woman sitting by 
herself at the piano looking longingly in the 
distance for something, and we don’t know 
what.” 

“Whatever it is, it’s not us,” I thought, but 
didn’t interrupt out loud. 

“This isn't office coffee, but the kind you 
make at home. Maybe this sounds bad—I don’t 
mean it to—but if you want to get dressed up 
like Mr. Rogers on a Sunday morning—chilling 
in your sweater—no one there—put on a nice 
record, maybe read the paper, but probably 
more like sit at the kitchen table, by a window. 
Or maybe have someone over but not really 
have a lot to say. Definitely not gas station cof- 
fee, not that that’s bad, but this doesn't have the 
intensity of gas station coffee. But I'm more 
into downers than uppers. People are in too 
much of a hurry all the time, they should slow 
down a little bic. But this is the first cup. Maybe 
after the third or fourth cup, my opinion will 
change.” 

And change it did! When this coffee kicks 
in, it really kicks! Suffice to say, we ground our 
teeth down to the gums in conspiratorial con- 
versation which was anything but easygoing. 
After the third cup, we were attempting to 
learn Arabic! Now that’s real coffee! We only 
left and finally locked up shop as the sun was 
coming up. 


till buzzed, I left town before Jen, the fourth 

co-owner of the Cafe, could be found for 
comment. «= 

Aaron Comethus has been publishing 
Cometbus fanzine for nearly a quarter of a centu- 


ry. He lives in New York 
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LET THE WALLS SPEAK 


pe YOUR WORDS HERE == 


In our next issue, THE INDEPENDENT will publish a full page poster of George 
W. Bush as Uncle Sam, designed by Jesse Goldstein. We'd like your help writing 


the words. We've included three sample ideas below for vour consideration, but 
we're sure youll be able to best them. Send vour slogans by email to 
editors@philadelphiaindependent.net, or by mail to TPI, Bureau of Posters, 1026 
Arch Street, Phila., PA 19107. The winner may choose to stay anonymous or be 
honored for his or her rabblerousing in the issue. 


e vou choose 


take a picture of the poster on display, 


above, along with your re 


1 nvo-color 


nt of Jesse Goldst below. All 


s must be postmarked by Nove 


GN POSTERING 


he posters on the next few pages are 
part of a work of political art, a work 
that’s only half complete. There are 
10,000 copies of each one, waiting to be used. 
Finishing it will involve some scissors, a 
blade, or maybe just a firm tear. It may also 
involve a Sharpie, a paint pen, or some other 
marking device—to personalize the message. 
Finally, it will require some paste, tape, or 
other clever adhesive strategy to affix each or at 
least one of these images to a new, semi-per- 
manent home. 
But where? In your home? In your window? 
In your office? On the street? 
Somewhere, anywhere, so long as you put it up. 


ils 


Art is immanent to ALL men, and 
not only to a select few; art is not to be 
sold, no more than are breathing, think- 
ing, loving. Art is not merchandise. But 
for the bourgeoisie everything is a com- 
modity: man is a commodity. 

—AuGusTO BOAL 


The political poster. Its content, and by 
extension its message, is no more spectacular 
than any other image produced by our culture. 
It is no more stylized, no more poignant, no 
more profound or artistic than any well-made 
advertisement, magazine, or product design. 

How could it be? Like shoes, medicines, and 
laundry detergents, political opinions find their 
visual expression through the same designers 
using the same Adobe computer programs 
replete with the same special filters, tools and 
eye-catching fonts. All products and ideas are 
polished into a homogenous fog of good design. 


py 


Can a political poster actually be “political?” 
The political aspect of a work often seems little 
more than a sellable characteristic of a com- 
moditied object, the work’s ‘political-ness’ pre- 
siding as the fashion du jour. A lantern-jawed 
Soviet farmer leaves his factory to join Andre 
the Giant's growing posse. He is riding a snow- 
board and drinking extreme soda and we are 
lett to ask: Is there any sincerely “political” 
art—art capable of provoking critical thought 


a 


Throughout the last century, there was 


or even action? 


faith in the potential of political art. Dadaists, 
Constuctivists, 
Situationists ... each movement in its own way 


Surrealists, Futurists, 
believed that their artistic production was a 
necessary and integral part of a more general 
opposition to the state. 

Bertolt Brecht, a materialist’ playwright, 
was one of the faithful. One of the strategies of 
Brecht's theater was to disorient the audience 
with morally ambiguous characters and incon- 
gruous narratives that resisted casy identifica- 
tion. Brecht felt that if theater presented the 
world in a realistic state of disequalibrium (as 
opposed to an idealistic state of contrived nar- 
rative cohesion), then the audience would be 
left with no choice but to think for themselves. 
His goal was not to demand action, but to com- 


pel retlection. 


Instead of telling people what to think, a 
political poster can aim for a more Brechtian 
success. To do this, it must present a constella 
tion of ideas that encourages its audience to 
respond critically, The political poster need not 
merely become a pulpit for the artist to spread 
his gospel. It also has the potential to be an 
open forum for whoever crosses it path, 

There is much to avoid. | think of the myr 
tad ant war posters [ sifted through in compil 
ing this collection, Imagine, if you will, George 
W Bush (with a menacing smile, blood soaked 
hands, or both), some mussiles, some reference 
to the ofl industry, a slightly subverted represen 
tanon of the American flag, and then in bold 
type “No Blood For Oil” or “C seorge W. Bush is 
the REAL Terronst!” Each is a well-made 
poster expressing well-intentioned sentimens, 
yet sadly divorced from any circuit of commu 
nicauve appeal. These posters demand that their 
opimon be heard, but in an altogether tac and 
predictable manner, The artist's strong political 
conviction stands between her and the spectator 
as an inpermeable barrier. While this may allow 


Making Public Walls Into Blank Pages 


INTRODUCED & CURATED 
-* =BYJESSE GOLDSTEIN ™ 


the artist comfort in knowing that they have 
done their part to save the planet, the politics of 
self-valorization offers little to the audience 
besides the ability to recount to others that 
political art was witnessed. 


3. 


I could, though, disagree with myself. 

In a world where all outlying opinions, 
fashions and actions are demonized and labeled 
aberrant, it requires some level of courage to 
assert an opinion that breaks from the consen- 
sus. Sometimes it requires a level of courage to 
assert anything ar all. 


O: 


“The Saudi women who first drove 
automobiles risked and suffered penal- 
ties, overcame inhibitions, and shat- 
tered norms, heroic in their defiance of 
an absurdconvention. We have our own 
Rosa Parks. That such great courage 
should have been required to challenge 
such petty barriers is a demonstration of 
the power of social consensus. How 
many minor coercions are required to 
sustain similar customs and usages? 
How aware are any of us, absent direct 
challenge, of how we also deal in trivial 
coercion?” 

—MARILYNNE ROBINSON 


Marilynne Robinson, in a recent issue of 
Soctal Research (her essay was subsequently 
reprinted in the August issue of Harper’), 

—_— 


el emt 


laments that we are mired, as a society, by the 
constraints of forced consensus—that we live in 
a society that shuns outlicrs and engenders a 
contormism that discourages moral and intel- 
lectual courage and the ability to think for one- 
self, especially if one’s thoughts would fall out- 
side of the proscribed norm. 

In this regard, putting up aa poster that 
expresses or asserts a position outside of the 
consensual norm can be in and of itself an act 
of courage. Once hung, cach poster offers the 
trace of an individual asserting the right to 
speak where speech is consensually prohibited, 
and the right to speak of ideas that are not con- 
sensually accepted. These small transgressions 
are gestures of independence and resistance. 


ae 


The consensus i polysemous. As a system 
of meanings it encompasses positive and nega 
uve, Demoerat, Republican, conformist, con 
trarian, Just as there is a correct way (0 support 
the political status quo, there is 4 correct way to 
be opposed to at. Many polineal posters simply 
strengthen consensual positions and ossil¥ their 
differences. Examples: 

A house of young, self-identified anarchists 
hangs a stencil poster in the kitehen, lt recedes 
into the background, fitting in seamlessly with 
the rest of the house. While largely unnoticed 
by passerseby, it helps assert the polineal iden 
tty of the household 


An office of politically progressive individ- 
uals hang an anti-war poster on the bulletin 
board near the water cooler. Everyone nods in 
approval as they get water each dav. 

A family decides to put a lawn sign in front 
of their house, safely assured that half of 
America is on their side. 

Consensus wars—flex your status quo, try 
to make it bigger, better, stronger, cooler than 
the others. Decibels, not ideas, are recorded. 


8. 


I prefer to avoid such cozy symbiosis 
between a poster and its location. Perhaps more 
than any specific criteria regarding content, the 
incongruity between content and the location 
where a poster is placed has the potential to be 
successful in a Brechtian sense, introducing a 
sense of disequalibrium that disrupts the status 
quo, beckoning for an active response. When 
placed beside advertisements, a poster risks 
being interpreted as just another commercially 
funded image. Bur placing a poster on sop of an 
advertisement creates an altogether different 
effect—the obstructed ad ends up framing the 
poster, which then reads as deliberate, intention- 
al, and outside of the consensual order of things. 
Placing a poster where advertisements are never 
found has a similar effiect—really, the poster will 
succeed so long as the space it occupies is not 
designated for sanctioned imagery and ideas. 


2: 


The placing of these posters occurs in a ver¥ 
different kind of theater than the one Brecht 


ANDREW JEFFREY WRIGHT 


worked in. It is more akin to Augusto Boal’s 
living theater, what he calls the poetics of the 
oppressed. The living theater breaks down the 
boundaries between audience and performers 
In traditional theater, all the action is accom- 
plished on stage, and the audience is brought 
towards catharsis, vicariously experiencing a 
predetermined fictitious act. With the living 
theater the audience plays the dual role of spec- 
tator and performer, simulating not-yet occur- 
ring real acts, and retaining control over the 
creation of the performance. 

The goal of the living theater is to create a 
sense of incompleteness that may compel the 
spectator/pertormer to seek fulfillment through 


real action. The theater becomes in Boal 


. No matter 
that the action is fictional; what matters is that 


10. 


This last act in our poster drama is very 
much akin to the living theater. We will all 


words,"a rehearsal for revolution .. 


it is action!” 


choose how to make sense of this shared 
prop—these posters-=and we wall add our per- 
formance (Whichever we decide on) to the gen 
eral score. It you choose to engage, then vou can 
judge tor yourself whether the solidarity felt 
through the communal performance of the liv- 
ing theater can ripen into a shared, politically 
volatile solidanty. Hopefully, you will feel a 
small sense of solidarity through the minor 


| Artist Biographies 


Jesse GOLDSTEIN (age 10 & 13) 
works out of Space 102¢, a Fhiladelphia art 
collective of which THEINDIPENDENT is a 
member. He is moving 0 Toronto this fall to 
begin graduate study in dalitical economy. 

PETER Kuper (Pe 12) co-founded 
the political comics magizine World War 3 
Illustrated in. 1979 and remains 02 its edito- 
rial board to this dav. He is a'so an art 
director of INX, a poitical ilustration 
group syndicated throigh the web at 
Wwww.inxart.com. 

Peter Kuper’s illustrtions and comics 
appear regularly in 7/.\E, The New York 
Times, and MAD, where ie illustrates “Spy 
vs. Spy” every month. 1: has written and 
illustrated many books, most recently an 
adaptation of Fran: Kafka’s The 
Metamorphosis and Saks and Stones, a 
wordless graphic novel :bout the rise and 
fall of empires that will be published this 
September. More of hisvork can be seen at 
www.peterkuper.com. 

Fesu (Page 11) 


in France. 


an artist living 


transgression of finding creative homes for 
these posters, alongside Ountless others who 
will be doing the same. 

In this regard, the ling theater is immi- 
nently expandable. It willexist in any and every 
place where vou happen & pass by onc of these 
posters, any and every place where one of these 
posters could be placed, ¢ should be placed. 
The living theater has the sotential to envelop 
our entire world, and in scdoing, turn us into 
actors and directors in the production of our 


| 11. 


Something peculiar is ceated by the poster 
left out in public. It occup:s a small rectangle 
ot space that it has no rigt to, bringing this 
space out trom the backgrand .and turning it 
into an active part of the ladscape. The poster 
is unsanctioned, minorly legal, like grafhu 
The wall’s rights are juridially protected trom 
such abuses. Yet unlike zrosol grattiti, the 
poster remains materiallyseparate trom the 
wall that holds it up, andthe space that the 
poster delineates remains sparate as well. Bur 
what of the space inside thiposter? My answer 
is short: there are no rulestbout graffiriing on 
top of grattiti, You can srite on this poster 
whatever vou like, tor thi aewly formed space 
is not protected in the se way as the walls 
surrounding it, It exists ahost magically as nei- 
ther legal nor illegal, a spze without laws about 
how it should be used,a truly public space, 
where anvone may chooseo add their thoughts 
without fear of reprisal. Lotfers the security to 


reply sately. 
12 


So please in the end, ask vou to consider 
the posters offered on th following pages as 
one piece of this larger, an¢is of vet unfinished 
work of art. The Posters avsimply Props, and 
it is the actors surroundity hem who will (or 
will not) detine the pertomaice. An artist has 
already played his or her olcin designing the 
images, The editors of ths Peper re plaswed 
theirs in publishing the image, So then what 
next? 


I've thought of some SIripts 


The page is turned, the imag is forgotten, 
end of story, ; 
“She cuts the image ou and ple 


h esiton her 
pile ot IMPortant items, but 


Mor important 
items begin to ome in, ind it ges torn and 
subsequently lost amidst the < 
important items. She firds it 
Devember and thinks ... 


suprtluity of 
sONctime in 


The image is taped totic wall in 


dis apart 
ment, A trend 


comes over and savy how stupid 
and cory the image is, so he takes it dwn 
-The INage Is cut out carefully aid then 
taped to the inside of her winder: Dogsitop to 
Pee on the tree outside her house 
owners, waiting, cach look at the poster, uv turn 


She comes out herself) and a log walke asks 
her about the preture, She s 


ane their 
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SUBSCRIBE 


TO THIS NEWSPAPER. 


‘ou may recall that this publication began its short life as an odd little booklet of flimsy, oversized pages, a 

booklet so curious about its own geographic surroundings that it boasted, flamboyantly and unreasonably, 
that it was, in fact, a fully-grown newspaper. Like a small puppy strutting around town in a lion's pelt, this led 
to some absurd scenes. Speeches were made from the tops of milk crates to stunned commuters on train plat- 
forms. Quarters were collected in cigar boxes, until the authorities intervened. Steel newsboxes were driven 
about in small minivans and chained to poles by the soft hands of children. In the darkest hours, tobacco and 
even black coffee were prepared and consumed. Then it arrived, our very own newsprint baby, kicking and 
screaming. The first issue showed some promise, but was highly amateurish in its composition and presenta- 
tion; ten uneven pages riddled with typographical errors and wet with the lather of adolescent manifestos. We 
promised that we would swallow the city whole, “to capture the doings and dreams of an entire city.” We prom- 
ised to make THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT into our city’s last great newspaper. The fever that we felt then 
still consumes us now. We remain committed to keeping all of these promises. 


ut what has changed is the price of raw newsprint (it has increased), our page count (it has more than dou- 

bled), our taste for simple luxuries (a heated office and a minimum wage among them), and our ambitions 
(a budget for giving fair compensation to our contributors). These have all in turn increased the audacity of our 
demands on you, the public. We now believe this newspaper to be worth an entire dollar. However, we do not 
want you to interpret this as the usual ultimatum implied by a price. You have already given us that thing we 
wanted most in the first place—a loyal readership. Give us but another five dollars, and watch as our next six 
issues make this one look as infantile as our very first effort must look to you now. 


Get 6 issues by mail ... 
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... for only $5.00. 


That’s less than FOUR CENTS per enormous page. 
You will SAVE an ENTIRE DOLLAR. 
Yes, this is quite the SQUARE DEAL. 
But wait. It gets EVEN SQUARER. 
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b) 
As a new subscriber 
you will also receive ... 


ay SIX CUSTOM ENVELOPES 


One for each issue. Envelopes bear the Flying P on brown paper bag. 
&4 A PINBACK BUTTON 


Bearing the Pigeon and the Pen, two elements from our great Seal. 


ey YOUR SUBSCRIBER CARD 


The Card confers no benefits upon the Bearer, but only serves to 
identify his or her elite status. 


&4 OUR THANKS 


The satisfaction of the devoted patron is usually the most costly of all 
commodities. In previous ages, it was known only to the nobly born. 
Even today, some ask that you give thousands of dollars to help a wor- 
thy thing survive. We ask for but five, but if you want to give a thousand, 
by all means. 


YES. | LIKE THIS PAPER AND | WANT TO HELP... 


Please sign me up for... 
(2 THE FRANKLIN. $1,000 or more 


Two perpetual subscriptions (transferable to your 
heirs) pin, card, custom poster, t-shirt, custom 
messenger bag, Twelve 3-issue gift subscriptions 
for all of your friends. Donor listing on Page Two 
beside masthead. 


(C THE FREEMASON. $200 
Five-year subscription, pin, card, custom poster, 


ing on Page Two beside masthead. 
City / State / Zip Code: 
C THE RIZZO. $50 


Ten-issue subscription, pin, card, two books, ¢ \ 
t-shirt, two 3-issue gift subscriptions. Donor list- Email: 
ing on Page Two beside masthead. 
Ss M L 
(CD THE SQUARE DEAL. $5 (without shirt) (es) (c} 


$20 (with shirt) eee 


Six issues in custom 


envelopes, pin &¢ card. 


(CO Check this box if you do not want your name listed as a subscriber on Page Two. 
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Send this form with a check or money order payable to The Philadelphia Independent. 
If applicable, please attach names and addresses for your gift subscriptions. Mail to: 
THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 
BUREAU OF SUBSCRIPTIONS, 1026 ARCH STREET 

PHILADELPHIA, PENNSYLVANIA, 19107 
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‘THE BAGHDAD POST 


Iraqi & American Students & Teachers Pass Letters Across Enemy Lines 


from BAGHDAD page 1 
roamed the halls of his school, asking students 
what they'd ask if they could write to kids in 
Iraq. The answers came back: What do you do 
after school? What kind of music do you listen 
to? Do you play ball? 

All he needed were some Iraqi students to 
talk to. He combed the Internet, searched 
weblogs from Iraq, contacted aid agencies. 
Eventually, a family friend put him in touch 
with a journalist, who put him in touch with 
an aid worker, who put him in touch with an 
Iraqi cab driver “who knows everyone,” who 
put him in touch with Nawar, a 35-year-old 
teacher at a girls’ school in Baghdad. Another 
contact put him in touch with Numair, a 22- 
year-old student teacher at a boys’ school 
nearby. Excerpts from their email correspon- 
dence appear below, followed by excerpts from 
students’ correspondence. 

Except for my father and cousin, everyone’s 
names have been changed. Due to limited space, 
some passages and letters have been omitted. 


BRUCE & NAWAR 


6 March 2004 

Dear Nawar, I am a member of September 
11th Families for Peaceful Tomorrows and a 
teacher in an inner-city high school in 
Brooklyn, New York. I am running a workshop 
for selected students. It will focus on a) the real 
people caught in the phrase “collateral damage,” 
and b) communicating with children of school 
age in Afghanistan and Iraq. 

Can you please help connect my students to 
your children in school? 

I have many questions. Please let me know 
if they are a bother to you. Where are you? 
How old are your students? Is there anything 
we can do for you? 

With respect, Bruce 


14 March 2004 

Hello, You can ask me whatever you want, 
and if I’m bothered I will let you know imme- 
diately. I do appreciate our new friendship and 
I also don’t want to bother you. I’m in Baghdad, 
if that is what you want to know... 

I want to know a lot about you, what kind 
/of material you teach; how’old art you, what do 
you think of us, what are you thinking of now. 
Oh, there are a lot of things I want to ask you 
about, let it be one by one. Let us share ideas, 
information. Anything you find interesting and 
don’t forget you can ask whatever you want. 

Yours sincerely, Nawar 


16 Mar 2004 

Nawar, First, a general thank you. ... We 
are a high school in Brooklyn, New York. The 
ages range from 15 to 19. I teach Earth Science 
and Space Science. I am 62 years old (today is 
my birthday). I was a management consultant 
before September 11, 2001 and lost my busi- 
ness then. I taught many years ago and thought 
that it would be good to return to the class- 
room, and it has been wonderful. I love the 
kids. The administration is a blind giant, but 
the kids are wonderful ... 

I want to wage Peace. I know the pain of 
losing dear ones to the madness of political 
actions. I know you must feel some of this pain 
also. I believe there are other ways to solve 
problems. 

Respectfully, Bruce 


4 April 2004 - 

Hello Bruce, Thanks for asking about me 
and thanks for your delicate feeling. I’m in need 
for such words today. I’m very sad today. The 
occupation soldiers came to our Institute, they 
were so rude and they have no decency. They 
treated my girls badly. I can’t say anything more 
because I’m so, so sad. 

Yours, Nawar 


4 April 2004 

Nawar, Well, then. Take a walk in the park 
with me. The first hints of spring are in the air. 
The yellow forsythia flowers shine in the misty 
rain like chains of butterflies on long stems. 
Green fingers of tulips-to-come peek up from 
the moist brown soil and there is a smell in the 
air of rich earth. A squirrel watches me, still in 
her sure knowledge that I cannot see her if she 
does not move. There! A cardinal sits on a high 
branch. Incredibly bright red—a beacon 
through the fog. 

No one can say how long this occupation 
will last. There are those who strongly oppose it 
and the next election may give a change in 
direction. In the meantime I think you have to 
focus on the girls. 1 know when I look up (at 
administration, red tape, government) I am 
extremely frustrated, but when I look ‘down’ at 
the students, then I see the light. No, I do not 
compare my soft position to yours. It is only 
that I want you to focus on the good, the girls, 
and the possibility of a better future. 

Bruce Wallace 


14 April 2004 
Hi Nawar, Some of your student mail is 


coming through now, and I am glad for many 
reasons. The first reason is selfish, because it 
means you and the students are well and I will 
worry less. 

I hear horrid news from Fallujah and pray 
that things like that stop—forever!—and that 
you and your students may never know such 
things. It is hard for me to put this into words 
because I stop myself from writing words clear- 
er than “things.” 

Regards, Bruce Wallace 


28 April 2004 

The last two weeks were very crucial in the 
neighborhood. My house was shot because of 
the random shooting on the highway. I’m con- 
fused and tired, I hope this will end forever. 

We are the victims of nothing. How are you? 

Yours, Nawar 


1 May 2004 

Nawar, I hope you are well, and I hope that 
some simple quiet can come into your life ... 

I notice that the letters from your students 
have slowed down ... Is this because they are 
not interested? Is this because of the war? I 
wonder how the school can keep open in these 
times. How brave all of you must be just to be 
able to go from home to school. 

Regards, Bruce 


1 May 2004 

Hi Bruce, I’m fine thanks. The final exam- 
ination will be next week, I think my students 
are working hard for that. Though some of 
them said that no one is responding to them. 

Today is my birthday, I’m 35 years now. 

I want to visit U.S.A., maybe someday if 
God wills. 

Nawar 


1 May 2004 

Happy, Happy Birthday to you. 

Ah, 35. I wish I were 35 again! Actually, I 
think I am happier now than I was at 35. More 
settled, more calm. However, I did know more 
answers then! (Ha, ha.) I am too old and wise 
to think I know answers now. 

You should know that whenever you get to 
New York you are welcome in our home. I 

‘would dove to meet you in person. My wife and 
I will make a party and we will invite the stu- 
dents to come. There will always be a place for 
you in our hearts. 

Bruce 


2 May 2004 

Oh Bruce. Thank you. Thank you. You are 
so delicate! 

I remembered something about my stu- 
dents, which is that not all of them have easy 
connection with the café, and it is hard and 
dangerous to go there everyday. 

Yesterday, two large vehicles were attacked 
near my house, it was really a shock ... 

Yours, Nawar 


12 May 2004 

Nawar, ... the news of torture has affected 
me and my friends and my students greatly. 
We are sickened and embarrassed by such hor- 
rible actions. It seems too easy for some peo- 
ple to forget that they are dealing with people, 
regardless of politics and religion ... Through 
all of this I remain optimistic. I try to accept 
what I cannot change, and try to change what 
little I can, and that brings me back to the 
kids, and that always lets me feel a little better. 

Peace be to you and yours, Bruce 


17 May 2004 

Hi Bruce, Many people asked me about the 
relation between us, what kind of project is 
this? And what for? But I believe in the Good 
power of man on earth, therefore, friendship to 
me is so important, this is my answer always ... 
Sometimes I miss your words. You are one of 
my best friends, really. We are human after all, 
and that’s what friends are for. 

Nawar 


18 May 2004 

Nawar, And it makes me feel good to hear 
from you. 

Where were you educated so that you are 
now a teacher? My knowledge of Iraq is so 
poor. I thought that women were not allowed 
to go to school until recently. 

The picture: I am the guy in the red shirt, 
and Marilyn is in front of me in the light blue 
blouse. 

I hate pictures of myself because I am 
always surprised by how old I look, but 1 
thought you might like to see this one. These 
are friends of ours who came to our house for a 
dinner party. 

Regards, Bruce 


24 May 2004 

Hi Bruce, 

Sure I like to see this one! Thanks. I really 
wanted to see you. You are not the same person 
that I imagined, I thought you fat and huge! 
But you are completely different. How do you 


think of me, guess how do I look like? 

O.K., now your knowledge about Iraq and 
Iraqi woman is so so so poor! Women here are 
educated well, especially in the middle and 
north of the country. This doesn’t mean that the 
women in the south and the west are not edu- 
cated but some of them reach particular level or 
stage of education and stop because of some 
family or domestic circumstances such as mar- 
riage. I’m against that, but some people believe 
that women’s responsibility lies in raising chil- 
dren because men do not fit in this difficult 
mission. As far as my family is concerned, my 
dear father is different, he always believe that 
woman has the ability to change the world 
itself. He keeps telling me if women are educat- 
ed well, men will be born. 

I have many sisters and all of them have dif- 
ferent kinds of education: Press, Chemistry, 
Management and Technology. About my edu- 
cation, I have: Diploma, B.A and M.A in 
teaching. I have studied in my Iraq. So do you 
think that we are not allowed to go to school 
until recently! 

Yours, Nawar 


25 May 2004 

Nawar, 

... L have sent your letter on to the students 
after changing the subject to “a teacher teaches 
Mr. Wallace a few things” ... Many of us have 
a distorted view of what goes on in your part of 
the world. Don't forget how hard we are being 
told that we are bringing to you, with our great 
armies, a taste of freedom and liberation ... 

Many of my students do not have a strong - 
belief that they can become whatever they 
want. Their sense of hope has been taken away 
by their place in American society. We are a 
complex mix of people and not all are treated 
equally. Many of our poor lose hope long before 
they even enter school. Much of the job of what 
I call the True Teacher is to help give kids a 
sense of their self-worth, beyond the subject 
area content of what we teach. I think the story 
of your success will help some of them. Several 
of them already think highly of you as a brave 
teacher who carries on in the face of war. 
Somehow I think that you are becoming a role 
model for them ... 

Peace to you and yours, Bruce! . 41 


27 May 2004 

Hi Bruce 

... Something happened on our way to 
school this morning, I'd like to tell you and your 
students about it. A tank and two Humvees cut 
off our way to school on the highway. My stu- 
dents were frightened and asked to go back 
home. I refused and got off the school bus 
towards the soldiers. I knocked on the glass of 
the window to talk to the driver of the first 
vehicle. I asked him to let us pass because we 
have exam and students must be in time. He 
said: I understand but I can't let you go. Try 
another way or you have to wait! I repeat that 
we have exam and we are on the highway, there 
is no other way, only the way back home. He 
smiled and said: “Then go back home! I have 
orders to cut the road!” I saw many cars turned 
back but I insisted to go on, so I went to the 
other guy in the other vehicle and before talk- 
ing to him our driver saw small cars passed 
away, neglecting the tank so he asked me to get 
in the bus and we continued our way to school. 
Me and the students felt proud. It’s our country 
and we have the right to stop who wants to stop 
us even in a simple way. Most of the girls start- 
ed to curse the CF [Coalition Forces] for their 
rudeness. I can’t blame them. 

Yours, Nawar 


30 May 2004 

Hello Bruce, 

It’s a lie. What kind of Liberation & 
Freedom you are talking about? What is the 
benefit of legs when you cannot walk? What is 
the meaning of your life among tens of your 
people's bodies who are killed here and there? I 
don't dare and say that Saddam was good, but 
the situation here is more difficult. You cannot 
walk with your wife or sister or daughter in the 
street after six o'clock evening (unlike before), 
checkpoints everywhere, barbed wires surround 
each building, tanks in the streets instead of 
cars, armed men everywhere and above all you 
are sure if you go out you will return home a 
body! 

This is so hard a feeling believe me. 

I understand that freedom means respect 
others’ opinions, rituals, religion, habits, beliefs: 
Respect what the difference means. Not enfore- 
ing people to do what others want to do. Oh Sir, 
don't tell me freedom or liberation. Your govern- 
ment declared it from the first moment its inva- 
sion. So how it comes invasion and freedom? 

... I'm sorry. I don't want to hurt you. It’s not 
your fault or even mine. Your country hurt also, 
but we are the victims of those who regard them- 
selves powerful. We still live in the forest fearing 
the lion that will be eaten by worms one day. 

Yours, Nawar ‘ 


turn to BAGHDAD, page 15 
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30 May 2004 

Nawar, ... Many of us tried to stop the 
invasion before it started. We saw through the 
lies in the beginning. We failed. We are trying 
to influence our politicians to end the invasion. 
We have not yet been successful, that is true, 
but we are still trying. We march in protest; we 
write letters to politicians threatening to take 
away our vote if they don't act responsibly; we 
put money into advertising campaigns to edu- 
cate the American people about the lies they 
are being told. We try, Nawar, we try, and it 
makes me cry that we have not had success. I 
cry for you, and I cry for the dumb Americans 
who are so easily fooled that they will let their 
children go to war for such lies. 

I wear the cloth my government weaves, 
and sometimes I am shamed by it. We all suffer 
the blindness of our leaders. 1 weep when my 
government hurts so many. Did you not weep 
for the atrocities that Saddam committed 
which hurtse:manyay ong voy 07 99699 

But that is history, and the war is now, and 
it is horrible. Horrible that so many suffer—for 
any reason. More horrible that they suffer 
because of lies that are supposed to make it 
O.K. to invade your country. There is an invad- 
er in your country and until the armies leave 
you will not be able to steer your own ship, and 
that is the basic right of every nation. There is 
a war in your country, and until it is over there 
will be civilians caught in the hell that war 
always brings. 

Nawar, please believe that I am on your side, 
and so are many Americans. No, we do not have 
control of the government now, and there are 
many Americans who still believe the lies that 
the Bush machine tells, but we are trying! 

.. Today I will bring a red rose of remem- 
brance for my nephew Mitch who was killed on 
September 11th, 2001. 

Today I will bring a second red rose. It will 


stand for the innocent people of Iraq who now 
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have a special place in my heart. 
Bruce 


31 May 2004 

Peace upon you. It’s so sad 
moments, I know. Please accept my 
late consolation and bring red flow- 
ers on behalf of me and all the Iraqi 
people. 

I’m sorry about your nephew 
whose remembrance makes me 
remember my dear brother's death 
who was killed during war for 
nothing. 

Oh, Bruce. We share the same 
suffering ... 

Nawar 


8 June 2004 

Bruce, I don’t know what to say. 
It is the puzzle of politicians, those 
who created this crime in the name 
of Freedom & Liberation. Do you 
believe that more than five bombs 
are exploded near my house every- 
day? We stopped closing the win- 
dows! Now you live this bloody 
puzzle with the Iraqi people ... 
three days ago I talked to a soldier 
(who was hiding behind a tree near 
the fence of my house) who 
thought that he is tough, doing 
good job here. I told him what kind 
of toughness you are talking about. 
You don’t know your enemy. You 
are shooting randomly and killing 
children and innocent people. Why 
you are here? And for what? You 
brought your enemy with you and you fight 
him in our country and your government is 
proud of that! 

It’s a lie. I told you. We are victims. Sorry. I 
think you expect this melancholy from a person 
who lives in the middle of death! Ha, ha. 

Nawar 


BRUCE & NUMAIR 


17 Mar 2004 

Hi there, This is Numair speaking. How are 
you, Sir? I’m too glad to hear from people just 
like you, you and all the people behind the 
Pacific Ocean are more than welcome to talk, 
cooperate, and help the Iraqi students. Well, 
I’m 22 years old, a student at Baghdad 
University College of English ... I’m teaching 
the kids English language ... 

Life is just like the woman. It has such a 
soft skin, but a murder, poisonous, it is a snake. 
We have to be careful watchful, we have to keep 
alive and survive. Sorry dear, sometimes [ feel 

hnangselfavphilesapher, so, do-meteareofiny shit! 
I think if we do not smile we would die from 
sadness ... 


With my kind regards, Numair 


17 Mar 2004 

Numair, 

It is good to hear from you ... After the 
attacks of September 11, 2001, there was much 
bad feeling here about Moslem people. When 
the war on Iraq started there was confusion 
because many people could not believe that Iraq 
was the cause of the attacks—they wondered 
why we should go to war in Iraq. Our students 
are also confused. Some of them think that all 
Iraqi people hate us. I hope that this project will 
help both my students and your students get a 
better understanding of each other ... 

Hopefully, Bruce Wallace 


19 Mar 2004 
Dear Mr. Wallace, First of all I want to 


ob 


express my deep sorrow for you, and all the 
families who lost their sons fathers mothers in 
the attack of September 11. Be sure that we in 
Traq felt sadness when the attack happened, and 
lots of people changed their minds about the 
attackers. We were feeling sympathy about 
them, but when they attack the civilian people, 
we realized that they are criminals whatever 
they are, dear sir ... 
With my regards, Numair 


In May, as the Abu Ghraib scandal broke and 
fighting intensified in Iraq, responses from the 
Iraqi students grew less frequent. 


~ 20 June 2004 

Dear Mr Bruce, 

My students are on vacation these days, so 
they are at home. I see them by chance when I 
go shopping. They help me in carrying, and 
sometimes they accompany me to the buses, 
which go to my farm. 

Now I’m working to help my family and 
others including myself about the situation in 
the future. I think it will be very good when 
they capture your president BUSH and put him 
in the jail to eat one bread every six hours and 
to drink a salty water with a bad smell, and a 
dark cell, not to shave for months, not to wash 
his clothes and not to clean his place which will 
be full of his shit and if I’m the jailer, 1 would 
celebrate with him at night on the Iraqi way 
and show him the stars at noon, and the sun at 
night, so as make him feel the misery that we 
are living in... 

Love & peace, Numair 


little more than a year after the war in Iraq 

began on March 20, 2004, the first emails 
from students were sent to the two school in 
Baghdad. They were translated into Arabic by 
the Iraqi teachers, responses were collected 
from students and translated into English, and 
the first replies came back a week or so later. By 
the time schools in both countries let out for 
summer, some students had written more than 
half a dozen letters to their counterparts in 
Iraq. Replies were sometimes delayed by logis- 
tics. Internet connections are scarce in Iraq, and 
one teacher had to make a trip of several dan- 
gerous miles to an Internet café in Baghdad to 
send his students’ letters. 

Most early emails read like teen personal 
ads: “i could describe myself a little hard work- 
ing however take school very seriously ... i real- 
ly hope that someday i could be a lawyer or 
journalist to really have and make a difference 
or play in a orchestra because i play the violin 
for the past 2 years its very hard to get in a col- 
lege due to SAT scores you do not want to take 
if you decide to come to the U.S.” Early 
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happening around the world today. Even 
though I haven't suffered in my life like you 
guys I could understand your pain. All we can 
do is hope for it to be over. 

I forgot to tell you my interests. Well, I love 
to listen to music, help people in need and read 
sometimes. What are your interests? Well what 
is it that you really want? I don't really have 
anything else to say as of right now. Bye for 
now, hoping for a better tomorrow. 

Sincerely, Salima 


5 April 2004 

Hi, my name is Rashid. My age is 16 years. 
T'ma student at the second year in a high school. 

My hobby is to play football and I like to 
help people. Here in the Arabic homeland, life 
is so beautiful and simple, it is built on the bases 
of love and cooperation, we would love to be in 
touch with you and talk with everybody to 
express our ideas and thoughts. So what are your 
conditions there? You should tell me \about it! 

In Iraq we are suffering from a very hard 
situation, what do you think? 

Goodbye. 


5 April 2004 

Hi Rashid, ... I am not sure if you have 
heard of this game called Cricket that’s my 
favorite sport. ... Life in America is great. I 
mean you get a lot of freedom. It’s really safe 
here in New York. I am really lucky to live in a 
place like New York. It’s very beautiful here. I 
understand that you are suffering right now. I 
know how hard it is for you. All we could do is 
hope that everything turns out alright. I would 
like to know more about your family, your 
school life, and your everyday life, etc. I am 
really glad and excited, very excited to be able to 
communicate with a person like you in Iraq. I 
would really love to stay in touch as long as pos- 
sible and know all about you and your thoughts 


Waiting to hear back from you, Salima 


18 April 2004 

Hi Salima, How are you? I’m too happy, to 
hear your reply ... Yes I have heard about the 
cricket. I love it too. The situations in Iraq are 
getting more quiet day by day, the beautiful cap- 
ital Baghdad, started to be more peaceful. I have 
two brothers, they are more young than me. I’m 
too old! I want to be a professor one day and 
teach the students in my country, in Iraq. 

Thanks very much. Please send your picture 
if you can. 


20 April 2004 
Hi, Rashid 
.. | am glad to hear everything is getting 
peaceful. ... One time I had a goal similar like 


responses, indisnte,nothing-so-mauch-s6-ancite- i wyours. Well, I wanted to be a doctor and treat 


ment to hear from the outside world: “ 
happy to be in touch with you i hope to see you 
one day you come to my country or i go to yours 

.. thank you american.” Food, music, school 
and sports were popular subjects. American 
students were often amazed at the good cheer 
of their Iraqi counterparts, even when leavened 
with caution: “hello student of U.S. ... i think 
baghdad is very beautiful if it has some peace.” 


i’m so 


SALIMA & RASHID 


Early April 2004 

Hi, My name is Salima. I am 15 years old. 
I am a student in tenth grade. The reason why 
I joined this program to interact with the peo- 
ple in Iraq and Afghanistan is because I am 
really curious to know what is going on in these 
countries, especially in this war. It’s really some- 
thing for us to be able to communicate with you 
guys. I really am sorry for the things that are 


the sick poor people in my village. But later on 
I realized I couldn’t do that. Now I have a life 
here in U.S.A. I can’t move from New York 
even if I wanted to. It’s not like I don’t like it 
here. It’s a very beautiful place nice buildings, 
etc. But I want to move someplace quiet or go 
back to Bangladesh ... 

Let’s get back to the whole purpose of this 
thing. It’s to get to know you better and the sit- 
uations in Iraq and what’s happening there 
right now. Well, I have two sisters and one 
brother. It seems to me that you don't have a 
sister and only two brothers. It’s a very small 
family, which is good. ... Email me back, okay? 

Salima 


April 2004 saw an uprising among the follow- 
ers of Shia cleric Mogtada el-Sadr, and May 
brought the Abu Ghraib scandal. Letters from Iraq 
slowed to a trickle, and many Brooklyn students 
wondered where the responses to their emails were. 


My father's explanation was that 
Sighting had intensified in Iraq, 
and this was probably what was 
holding up the letters. 
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WEALTH 


What an embarrassment of riches, I'd say 

if I were Charles Dickens out on the moor, 

the fog thicker than the foam from a pint 

of ale, thieves and scoundrels everywhere. 
Everywhere the brawling torrents of filth, 

the slovenly poor huddled in some dingy room. 


28 May 2004 
Hi Rashid, 

.. [haven't been sending you 
emails because you haven't 
replied my email yet. Well now I 
know why. It’s because of the war 
and everything. I know, and I 
understand. I’m sorry I didn’t 
email you even after I knew the 
reason why the mails were slow. I 
guess I was busy. That’s my only 
excuse. I just wanted to see what 
is going on in Iraq at this time. I 
know you can't write to me right 
now but you could write to me 
all about it once everything cools 
down. I hope everything is all 
right with you. Keep your hopes 
open. Insh’Allah, Allah will do 
something about all this. Just 
don’t give up your hopes. Next 
time you email me, don’t forget 
to write to me all about it. 

Waiting for your email, 
Salima 


It’s too embarrassing to say the English novel 
was raised on stale bread and dirty water. 
Not even Ruskin starved for beauty 

or had to dip his pen into the bubbling 
ferment of the Thames. And so the poor 
tossed their garbage out the windows 


so often that the wandering writer had 
to stay alert. Whichever way one looked another 
crumbling building seemed to assure 


a comfortless life, all while the lowly idlers 
some wretch mutter in the corner. 


Dickens had his desk aligned with the North Star 
thinking it might guide his pen. Most of his 


characters needed a bath and you could 


FAIZAH & BASHAD 


smell the poverty from the first page; 


scratch and sniff novels, occasionally 


30 Mar 2004 

Al Salam Alaikum, Hello, my 
name is Faizah. Mr. Wallace, a 
teacher in my school, told me 
that I have the opportunity to 
write to an Iraqi teenager, and I 
was very happy to hear that. I 
would like to briefly introduce myself. I am 
Palestinian, and I was born in Saudi Arabia 
(and, yes, I can speak Arabic!). I moved to 
America a little more than five years ago. I 
never went back to Palestine or Saudi Arabia 
since, but I hope to go back to Palestine this 
summer. I am 15 years old and I am in the tenth 
grade. I would like to know more about you. 
Please write me back, because I would love to 
talk to you. Salaam. 


5 April 2004 

In the name of God most gracious most 
merciful, a/ salam alaikum, my name is Bashad, 
I’m 14 years old. I’m a student at the second 
year at the secondary school. I would love to 
know you, and I would love to wish you all the 
best. I love the Palestinian people as well as the 
people of Saudi Arabia. I hope that you will be 
back to Palestine your home. I like your way in 
speaking in spite of I have never heard you 
speaking! 

I’m a Kurdish Iraqi. Thank you Faizah, I 
love you. 


6 April 2004 10:08:14 

In the name of Allah most Gracious, most 
Merciful, Dear Bashad, Thank you so much for 
replying back. I love the Iraqi people, too. I 
think that we share a lot of things in common, 
because we are both of oppressed people strug- 
gling for freedom and human rights. May Allah 
protect us from harm and grant us eternal peace 
and happiness. I don’t know if I'll be able to go 
to Palestine this summer. It’s going to be really 
hard, and I’m very upset. Insh’Allah I can go as 
soon as possible. Thank you again for writing 
back, Bashad. Please keep in touch and stay 
same. May Allah be with you. Salaam. 

Love, Faizah 


18 April 2004 


In the name of God most gracious most 
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— CHRISTIAN ROBERTS 


merciful, Dear Faizah, I love your words, and I 
love the Palestinian people. We will struggle as 
you said for their human rights. I hope that you 
will send me your picture. I want to ask you 
some questions. Do you watch the Star 
Academy program, or another Arabic pro- 
grams? 
With my love, Bashad 


20 April 2004 

In the name of Allah, Most Gracious, Most 
Merciful, Dear Bashad, I’m so glad that you 
write back to me. I think this is wonderful that 
I am able to communicate with an Iraqi youth, 
because I've never had an Iraqi friend before, so 
I feel blessed. I watch the news all the time 
these days and it frustrates me a lot. When I see 
what’s going on in our countries I feel so upset 
and give up in everything. However, yesterday I 
went to a demonstration against the occupation 
in Palestine. We chanted “Free Palestine” and 
we also chanted “Free Iraq” as well asidther 
countries. I was on the news and expressed my 
feelings towards this issue. 

But anyway, I don’t watch Star Academy ... 
What channel is it on? I have Arabic TV but I 
don't have all the channels ... Keep in touch 
and be safe. 

Love and Peace to you and all your people, 
Faizah 


With the help of a software program, Faizah 
and Bashad begin exchanging letters in Arabic. 


8 May 2004 

Faizah, Thank you Faizah for your worry 
about us, I want to tell you that we feel the same 
thing towards the people in Palestine, we think 
about you and we pray to God to keep and pro- 
tect you, your Palestinian dialect was really nice 
and soft, I think it has more taste than the clas- 
sical Arabic, all the students were jealous of me 
because your message which needs no transla- 
tion to be read, and all the students are too excit- 
ed to participate in the project but not every one 
is as lucky as me. Hope to talk to you again. 


12 May 2004 

In the name of Allah, Most Gracious, Most 
Merciful, Dear brother Bashad, Thank you for 
replying to me. Praise be to Allah for you and 
your friends and family are well I hope. I follow 
your news constantly. I swear when I heard 
about the Iraqi prisoners, I lost my mind. I was 
reading the newspaper and I was crying. 

Thank you for the commentary on the 
Palestinian dialect. I wish I could write in clas- 
sical Arabic. I was born in Saudi Arabia and 
stayed there ten years before I came here, so I 
forgot most of the language. I want to ask, what 
do you think about changing the Iraqi flag? 

Say hi to everyone. 

Faizah 


hough the project is on hold for the sum- 
mer, my father expects it to resume once 
school starts again in the fall. “I thought this 
project was all about logistics and getting the 
mail in and out and keeping track of who's 
writing who and making sure that people have 
letters,” he told me recently. “What I didn’t 
expect was to feel the same things the students 
feel. Their feeling about the war has changed 
drastically, When they hear about a car bomb- 
ing in Baghdad, they know that the people 
they're writing to may be directly affected by 
this any day, and this moves them a great deal 
in a way that was unexpected to them, and also 
unexpected to me.” #e 
Bruce Wallace can be reached through 
www. peacefultomorrows.org. Mark Wallace is a 
freelance writer based in New York City. His work 
has appeared in The New York Times Magazine 
and The New Yorker. 
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| ae the 1990s, Canadian artist Julie Doucet published twelve Ju lie Douce t, Dom an qu e Pe tran & Genev weve Cas tree 
issues of the comic book Dirty Plotte. With her obsessive eye for 
detail, Doucet covered everything from painfully intimate autobio- 
graphical moments with friends and lovers to surreal gender-twisting 
dreams in which she names her newly acquired penis “Mustang” and 
proceeds to use it as a flower vase. The following are three previously 
unpublished pages from Doucet’s journal, which she kept for exactly 
one year, from November 2002 until November 2003. Keeping this 
journal proved such an exhausting effort that since then, Doucet has 
nearly stopped drawing altogether, focusing instead on collages and 
writing. The journal is currently being re-lettered and translated into 
English, and will be published sometime next year. # 


his month, Space 1026 presents the work of three 

{ Canadian artists: Julie Doucet, Dominique Pétrin 

and Geneviéve Castrée. Their work seamlessly moves 

through drawing, printmaking, sculpture and performance 

(Pétrin is a member of the band Les Georges Leningrad, and 

Castrée’s latest book, Pamplemoussi, is accompanied by a vinyl 

record of her music.) The three artists share a penchant for car- 

toony figuration, bright colors and femininity, with the work 
ranging from the winsome to the obscene. 


(LY AVRiT UNE FETE DANS UN BAR Du Qua 
ENCORE LEVEE |B cee POUR LES 4o ANS BE MDKEIT. Lui C’ 2a INTERVIEW BY COURTNEY DAILEY 
ASSEz TARD. J’ 
Courtney Dailey: Who inspires your art? 
Julie Doucet: The Fort Thunder guys. 
Dominique Pétrin: Jean Cocteau, Fassbinder, the garbage, the 
T.V. and the books. Yesterday it was Georges Bataille. Most of 
the things that inspired me in the past years were found in the 
movies. I like to see my art as the screen at a drive-in cineparc. 
One day I'd like to paint a whole movie screen with all my 
Greek gods and whores, so it will look like a fresco by Jerome 
Bosch, a little Fellini Satyricon. 
Geneviéve Castrée: Julie and Dominique have both been 
inspirational to me. I’m mostly inspired by my friends, the 
people around me. 


CD: What can art do? 


: JD: Very softly whisper something you never heard into your 
07.10.05. 7nangc.an DIRAIT BIEN DWE ear... 
; . r EN DWE 

oor BiSeacls his q Yous tes T0uRs: va Cares DP: It can make you wear green pants with pink high heels 

Fee ee EE SOIR. ca torn eA fe k, and then suddenly, you embroider a t-shirt with 
tee esac EFFET D'AVOR DES NDUVEL- Of a Week ated yy. 
= : soba Les : eit the words “gray-day”, dress in gray all day, and then the next 
day you decide to build your own coffin with paper drops. I 
made a banana peel dress for my band. I built my own church. 
Art is everywhere and in anything. 
GC: Looking at or listening to or watching what some other 
person has done sometimes reveals the details that you have 
been looking for. For instance, if you have a friend who is shy 
in this weird way, who always talks funny to hide themselves, 
you might get a better picture of what is happening in their 
head by reading something they've written or listening to a 
ONRETE MANGER DANS UN DNADORMDANSLEMEME Liv, | | posonalecne they at ae 
CAFE EX PuiS ON A ETE PREN- “Gm PRRCE QUE C’ErATT MOINS CD 


DRE UNE MARCHE DANG BELiE- PLiQUE.TE t'R: REGRETTE PRRCE A > 
VLE Decibe Que eae Fee Serie FDL E Lenint CD: Where has art taken you? 
the : JD: Outside of art school. 


J/Ai NRAIMENT PRS BERUCDUP 
ZEON ae DP: Far far away. Rul les. Free as a bird. Happi 
ZOnNp Hy) : Far far away. Rules are no-rules. Free as a bird. appiness 
f 0 


ville @ aime la vie, MAISON Voyages Ecats-Unis 


is the best. 7 Moi, Je part ws Pee te monde. via Moscou 
D GC: Different places. Places I had once only read about in + 4 ETRANGER  Japonals. 


National Geographic magazine. 
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CD: When do you like to make things? 

JD: Every morning. 

DP: Alone. No other human beings. Night. Bat-cave. Music: 

Art ensemble of Chicago, Wolf eyes, or Messiaen. Or Jazz, 

. ( Yili Jazz, Jazz. On the kitchen table with chocolate cookies. When 
YI = I go to bed, I dream of colors. 

ne EE = TE LR IDURNEE Hee p GC: try to draw all day, but usually the magic happens right 

10.03. 5 u A HIER. Ay ? : ; scripts 

ON ane SE Brewer mars Bay DM Bee reere Le Miprae after a light dinner and lasts until bedtime. I get really busy 

POUR SE RENDRE AU CENTRE. ON RETE TT ME de te when I am home alone. It is pure joy to belt out and know that 
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“NER DANS CETTE ° > 
a ere RE NE ATTENDANT eueeee Py CD: Why do you want to show your work? 
bi a RENDEZ2 VOUS Saxe UN RUTRE JD: For me it all started with fanzines, then books, which are 


good ways to show your work but hide behind it. I never liked 
to attract attention. I’m not comfortable with putting my 
work on a gallery wall. I remember at the university this 
woman said that if there wasn't a public, she wouldn't create. 


I totally disagreed with that. Personally, I don’t think showi ( 
3 Sarde. ed wi ai sonally, I don’t think showing M e USTA Cc RE 
DP: Because I need to communicate, and I am proud of what FOR G IR LS 


I do. This is what my brain can do the best. This is my func- 
tion in the society. Necessity. Ego wants to be patted. Need of 
achievement. 

GC: Because, well, to be honest ...the act of drawing is for 
myself only. I always think I’m really funny while I draw. I hate 
showing something that is unfinished. It makes me feel self- 
conscious, like giving up. But then as soon as it is done, I real- 
ly want to get someone else’s opinion, because I am a human 
and I like to be liked. It feels amazing when somebody else 
‘gets it.’ 
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CD: What do you like to do when it’s snowing? 
JD: I like the sound it makes when I walk in it, when the 
weather is very cold. I like the absence of noise when it snows. 
HISTOIRE De DOURSE I like when snowflakes melt on my face. I like to walk. 
ede be cueoee The minute I see it snowing outside I have to get out of the 
Be Ain ume 6405 house, even and especially when it’s a storm. 

DP: Pour some maple syrup and cat it with my grandma. 
Walk with my Eskimo boots and feel warm and powerful. 
GC: I like to make soup, eat soup, drink coffee, go outside for 
a walk, be in love, take pictures of my friends in their winter 
coats. 


CD: When does it snow? 
JD: From beginning of November to end of April, please, 
Zz =a P DP: It snows when you are in love. 
AriS LES ONT REMPLE ; " rH GC: The last snow we had was on January 5th and 6th. Once 
ye Cerner 4 TAB) a year, if you are lucky. When I was little, in Quebec, the last 
; : snowstorm of the year would always fall on my birthday, in 
early April. It would keep people from being able to come to 
my birthday party. #~ 

Trois Pipis Dans La Neige (Three Peas in the Snow) opens at 
Space 1026, 1026 Arch Street, on September 3rd. 
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OUT MY DUTIES as arbiter elegantarium, 

I encounter many impecunious aesthete 
manqués who appear to be in the grips of 

blackest sartorial despair. Upon my arrival, these 
lost souls gather about my feet and beseech me 
for deliverance from their wretched state: “My 
good Whimsy! I am but a poor lad who cannot 
afford tailored clothing and other such fine 
things that might mark me as a fancy boy and 
improve my social station. Collecting perfumes 
only provides me with temporary comfort, and 
assuming elegant poses without the proper attire 
serves only to confuse people. Oh Whimsy, is 
there any hope for the likes of me?” 

This needless self-flagellation must cease, for 
to equate money with style is in grave error: 
surely, money can grant easy passage to the more 
exclusive luxuries and rarefied pleasures, but it is 
by no means the sole path to a life of 
enchantment (of which I am intimately familiar, 
for I am most enchanting). If one’s means are 
truly limited, then I would suggest the 
time-honored aesthete’s practice of seeking 
flowers amidst the dross of this world, found 
most commonly in discount stores, flea markets, 
estate sales, auctions, vintage haberdasheries, 
thrift stores and consignment shops. I am 
speaking here of Tramp Aestheticism, the arte 
povera of dandyism. 

For those who scoff at such a notion as being 
anathema to an exalted state the likes of 
Dandyism, I would ask the following: what true 
artist would not relish the challenge of creating a 
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If the nuances are not found in a dandy’s clothes, 
then they are surely found in how they are worn. 
Instead of abandoning dandyism altogether, 
perhaps one has but to change the emphasis of 
one’s dandyism: if one does not have rarefied 
things, then one must regard them in a rarefied 
way. The beauty is then found in the 
relationships, not the pieces themselves. One 
becomes a walking rebus, enigmatic and 
inscrutable: a cake too pretty to eat. 

The practice of Tramp Aestheticism goes 
back to the street swells of 1830's London, 
whose meager earnings did not dampen their 
desire for bright plumage. Tramp Aestheticism is 
a kind of Dandyism—perhaps a low sort, but 
Dandyism nonetheless. This economically 
modest practice has the added value of allowing 
the dandy to better concentrate on his art by 
liberating him from the vulgar complications and 
entanglements which often come with expensive 
couture, such as fleeing the country to avoid 
one’s creditors, or turning one’s parlor air yellow 
with bile-laden expletives upon receiving a 
crippling bill in the post. With this in mind, 
even the exquisites among us whose means 
might allow for lofty luxuries should engage in 
this pastime, if for nothing else but the sheer joy 
of extracting beauty from the commonplace, If 
one so chooses, this may be accomplished 
without the tiresome snark of aestheticism’s 
callow children, Irony and Camp. (The 
candy-colored region of “Tramp Camp’ can be 
tricky terrain, as it overlaps both the realms of 
Dandyism and its neighbor, Drag—see the 
Camp/Aestheticism Continuum for a deeper 


by LORD WHIMSY 


How the Art of Assemblage Can Breathe New Life Into One’s Personal Style. 


“The dullard finds even wine tasteless, but the sorcerer can be intoxicated by the mere sight of water."—HAKIM BEY 


“Me? I pursue an image, no more."—GERARD DE NERVAL 
“Poetry: three mismatched shoes at the entrance of a dark alley." CHARLES SIMIC 


investigation of this relationship). Irony and 
Camp can be good fun, but we must also give 
ourselves permission to experience pleasure 
without the aid of these ever-present 
postmodern implements. 

I must confess that there are more 
second-hand items in my own wardrobe than I 
would care to admit: even my high-crowned 
straw hat for which I am well-known was once a 
pot for an orchid plant. Selection has never been 
better, as older gentlemen seem to do me the 
favor of shriveling down to my diminutive size 
before taking leave of their earthly wardrobes 
(perhaps in time, I might pass the favor on to 
some dapper midget who has yet to be born). 
There is something quite pleasing about giving 
an object a second life; to provide a common 
object with an uncommon thought, to 
para-paraphrase Duchamp. 

Creating a unique appearance for one’s self is 
to depart from the gray shores of fashion into the 
vast expanse of style. It is a perilous undertaking, 
and the ways in which one might fail in these 
endeavors are too numerous to mention here. 
That said, those among us who return with our 
hulls full of riches after navigating such 
treacherous waters should serve as an inspiration 
to those who may be just beginning to fumble 
with their brand-new compasses and sextants. 

The uniqueness of one’s collection is an 
essential aspect of stylish wear; this uniqueness 
can either be achieved through acquiring 
expensive, bespoke pieces (money), or through 
the obscurity of vintage or consignment pieces 
(time), which incidentally are often of superior 


compelling body of work from a limited palette? 


workmanship to newer items (I’m looking at you, 
Tommy). Wrapping oneself in the rarely-noticed 
visual poetry of hand-stitched embroidery, 
glistening inner linings, and buttons with the 
perfect amount of patina is a private paradise; a 
secluded treasure, like an oyster harboring a 
milky pearl. The rare observer who takes the 
time to notice such details in one’s dress shall be 
richly rewarded, as is true of all great art. Is there 
nothing more impressive than to catch a glimpse 
of a beautifully-lined suit jacket that has, up until 
then, remained scrupulously out of sight? It is as 
if a man briefly lifts his chapeau to wipe his 
brow, and one accidentally spies a halo hovering 
over his crown! 

One should not make the mistake of 


_completely abandoning the pursuit of new pieces 


altogether, as they are essential to lending 
freshness and substance to the doulevardier’s 
wardrobe. To bolster newer pieces with sundry 
items from reputable second-hand shops is a 
favored practice for those whose means do not 
allow for daily purse-flattening visits to the 
temples of fashion. Such finds often give a 
delicious tension to one’s ensemble: texture, 
color, context and cut are all vital elements in 
one’s sartorial palette when combining items 
from disparate sources. Vintage pieces often have 
the added advantage of lacking those awful 
miniature advertisements found on most 
contemporary clothes, and hence do not 
diminish the dignity of the wearer (or the viewer, 
for that matter). 

Selecting spotless consignment pieces—or 
perhaps items with a tasteful evidence of time's 


passing—is nothing short of an art form. Beware 
of imperfections, wear and blemishes which 
might detract from your acquisitions; to ignore 
these details can be disastrous to one’s 
reputation. While touching on themes can be an 
effective device for the advanced practitioner, 
avoiding a head-to-toe look in a single period 
style is advisable for those who have yet to 
cultivate a sufficiently rich and varied repertoire, 
for a less than deft hand at such things can 
demote any outfit to a costume (For more on 
this subject, refer to my accompanying essays on 
Continuity vs. Nostalgia and_—_the 
Camp-Aestheticism Continuum). 

An effective means by which to forge an 
individual style is to combine two or three 
complimentary themes to form a new hybrid 
look which one may call their own. Be sure to 
synthesize and occasionally vary your themes, 
but maintain an underlying sensibility. What this 
might precisely entail is up to the individual, but 
variation within these themes is vital to the 
clarity of one’s physical persona. Make no 
mistake: the public squares and boulevards are 
theater, and the general public should be able to 
discern the characters on the streets from one 
another, even if they have changed wardrobes 
between acts. One's instincts will often dictate 
these elusive undertones; indeed, one may find 
that they embody a certain sensibility without 
fully understanding it. 

I would recommend to those gentlemen of a 
smaller stature like myself to explore the items 
made for the Fairer Sex, as the selection of styles 
is much more broad and the fit is often more 


snug and flattering than most men’s attire (the 


» jackets are often cut shorter in the torso, which 


often lengthens the silhouette and keeps a man 
of diminutive stature safely on the far side of the 
Gary Coleman Index). One can have such items 
customized by one’s tailor, but divining the 
proverbial diamond in the rough is a true skill 
that is born of a disciplined design sense and an 
encyclopedic, intuitive knowledge of where and 
how styles might best combine. 

A visual hierarchy is essential to dress; one 
must be selective about which items in one’s 
outfit are punctuated, lest it descend into a 
cacophony, thus obliterating all carefully-crafted 
nuance. To illustrate what I mean by hierarchy, I 
shall use one of my casual street ensembles as an 
example: an alpine green leather frock coat with 
epaulet straps and its generous lapels holding a 
pale orchid; a crisp, white shirt with red floral 
embroidery and heroic cuffs; blue flared corduroy 
trousers; oversized, tastefully weathered (but 
polished) ebony ankle boots to lengthen the leg 
and accentuate the drape of the trousers; and the 
boots lined with soft, white dove’s feathers for 
unimpeded strides. One of the few blessings of 
our age is its capacity for playful eclecticism, but 
such eclecticism should always be employed so as 
to give one a timeless, clean, elegant and 
nonchalant appearance. 

So I say unto the youth: dry your eyes, and 
remember that the tireless search for 
enchantment itself is the mark of the true 
aesthete. Do not cease until you have become a 
poetic object, a living museum of fancy. You are 
the canvas—paint! # 


* CONTINUITY vs. NOSTALGIA# ~~ 


Why the Riches Bequeathed by Previous Ages Must Accompany Us Into The Future. 


FIG.1: Nostalgia 


OSTALGIA: THE SCARLET LETTER OF OUR TIME. It is 
the weapon of choice for the chattering classes when they wish to 
paint an idea with a coat of irrelevance. Those judged as trafficking in 
this illicit substance are suspected of commanding a cultural rear-guard 
action—possibly the worst of all modern sins. Naturally, as someone 
who has written recent articles on such things as Retrosexuality and 
Absinthe, I am at some risk of being convicted of such heresies. In my 
defense, I would say that there are some important distinctions to be 
made between Nostalgia and its more sophisticated cousin, Continuity. 
Perhaps part of the reason why certain subjects are seen as nostalgic 
is due in part to our own age’s hostility or indifference towards the past. 
By ‘past’, | mean beyond the most recent four decades, which seem to be 
regurgitated with an increasing frequency, like a Poodle that has just 
eaten the same oyster for the fifth time. The prevailing ethos of our day 
does not value the notion of Continuity, rejecting much of what has 
come before as obsolete: the ‘paper towel theory’ of history, if you will. 
This was originally a bohemian conceit, but it has found a firm place in 
the minds of the average civilian, and has become the status quo. The 
neglect or misuse of the past is now thought of as the very definition of 
modernity; outside of the occasional costume drama or public holiday, 
we now dismiss any connection with the past as being weepy and 
sentimentalist--that is to say, nostalgic. Granted, the past has not been 
banished, but it is currently treated with indifference and neglect, like 
the flea-bitten burro tied to the last, rickety wagon in the caravan. 
Generally speaking, the distinction between Nostalgia (Fig. 1) and 
Continuity (Fig. 2) is as follows: Nostalgia yearns to bring the present 
(a.) to the past (b.); Continuity wishes to bring the past (b.) to the 
present (a.). Nostalgia is detached from the world, stagnant and never 


FIG.2: Continuity 


changes, whereas Continuity is engaged with the world and is in 
constant flux, combining what has been with what shall be. Nostalgia is 
a glib, vulgar appropriation of the past, a shtick; Continuity is a more 
sophisticated, profound internalization of the past, a synthesis. 

The appropriation of older sartorial and artistic forms should be a 
function of Continuity (outfit), not Nostalgia (costume). For instance, 
the attire and accoutrements I don as befitting my office as 
Ambassador of Heaven and Sissy Avatar often have 19th century 


= CAMP vs. AESTHETICISM = 


Or, A Brief Analysis of the SCHISM Of THEORY Within Dandyism. 


[C] 


FIG.1 


EPICTED ABOVE IS A DIAGRAM outlining the Continuum 
within Dandyism; specifically, that which lies betwixt the poles of 
Aestheticism [A] and its more recent counterpart, Camp [C]. 

The sister realms of Aestheticism and Camp continue well beyond the 
modest scope of Dandyism; yet as each has developed, Dandyism remains 
one of the points where these two spheres are still conjoined. Aestheticism 
was the first major development within Dandyism, followed later by its 
inverted cousin, Camp. While Aestheticism prizes the sensitivity and self- 
cultivation necessary to appreciate the refined and rare, Camp takes joy in its 


| broad knowledge of popular culture and its ability to laugh in the face of the 


influences, but such finery is intended for a modern application, much | 


like the anachronistic priestly vestments seen in places of worship. 
These ‘vestments’ lend a ceremonial gravity and resonance to my 
public speaking engagements; in short, the writing requires a kind of 
quasi-shamanic, heightened concentration of self. Besides, I am rather 
fond of velvet. 

Playing with and adopting older modes of dress is fair game, as long 
as doing so doesn't become an article of faith, to pardon the pun. While 
one should have a deep appreciation for history, the earnest desire to 
return to a previous age is misguided. We should, however, be free to 


avail ourselves to all of Civilization's blessings, regardless if they are two 


days or two millennia in age. This endless bounty is our inheritance, our 
birthright—we should enjoy it! , 


If borrowing from the past can make us more gracious people, then 


so much the better. We continually adopt from other cultures to enrich 
ourselves—why not other times? Perhaps by cobbling together what was 
best about all of our previous ages, we might improve our collective lot 
in the present. After all: is this not the idea behind Civilization itself? 
Nostalgia can afford us fleeting pleasures, but it is not where the future 
lies. Embrace Continuity! # 


vulgar and overstated. Camp, a reaction to modern mass culture, embraces 
popular culture instead of withdrawing from it, like Aestheticism. Camp 
knows that what it simultaneously lampoons and celebrates is in bad taste, 
but its raucous, theatrical fatuousness brings such appropriations to a new 
level of absurdity; it attempts to playfully commemorate the stupid and 
ephemeral, but in an intelligent way. Conversely, Aestheticism finds the 
quiet, intense joy that comes from a sincere appreciation of the sublime in 
nature and culture to be much more fulfilling and worthwhile. 

Those seeking purity on this Continuum may look in vain, for Aestheti- 
cism and Camp will be found throughout Dandyism, albeit in varying 
proportions; they are both essential to the enigma and nuance that is neces- 
sary for Dandyism. The reason for this is simple: pure Camp is too shrill, 
and pure Aestheticism is too earnest to sustain such a delicately nuanced 
flower as a dandy; there must be a mixture of both playful detachment and 
feverish love flowing through one’s veins, the proportions of which comprise 
this Continuum. : 

The position to the far left (a.) would be inhabited by those most 
flamboyant, overstated exponents of Dandyism, some of whom go so far as 
to flirt with Drag itself. Most modern dandies weigh in heavily on this end, 
as Camp is often the point where Dandyism and popular culture meet. Most 
‘civilians’ today are only aware of the Camp end of Dandyism, as it is the 
quarter whose forms are most appropriated by performers and entertainers. 
Female Dandies who employ elements of Drag as a point of entry into the 
largely male idiom of Dandyism often fall about this range initially, but in 
time may be found anywhere on the Continuum (more on gender vis-a-vis 
Dandyism in a future article), Patrick McDonald, Simon Doonan, John 
Waters and other gay icons are strongly represented here, 

The next point (b.) would mark those who trade in Camp, largely 
humorists or satirists, but for one reason or another do not embody the 
flippant extremes found in the far reaches of Camp. Wilde may be placed 
here due in part to his inability to completely break from Aestheticism; he 
may have been a major progenitor of the Camp sensibility, but his vanguard 
position has since been superceded by more flamboyant forms of Camp seen 
over the past century (a phenomenon which, for our purposes, will be 


referred to in this tract as ‘Camp Drift’). Quentin Crisp might be placed 
here, since one might say he spent his early life within the far realm of 
Camp, but then drew from Aestheticism in his later lite as a writer and 
public figure. The humorist Saki might also be a likely inhabitant in this 
region. Point (b.) is a place for those who are indifferent to world affairs, but 
dead serious about the wit of their aphorisms. 

The center of the Continuum (c.) is likely the cradle of Dandyism, 
existing before Baudelaire’s theories and the advent of Camp's bombast; here 
we find the wellspring of Dandyism, Beau Brummell. The center would 
likely belong to those who employ both branches in equal measure, as in the 
case of Cecil Beaton, Max Beerbohm or Noel Coward, or are indifferent to 
either end, like perhaps the post-Edwardian dandies, Bright Young Things’, 
‘Deco Dandies’ and others in the early 20th Century who came after 
Aestheticism’s ascendancy but before the blazing supremacy of Camp. 

The midpoint into Dandyism's more contemplative wing, Aestheticism 
(d.) is largely represented by artists, epicureans, voluptuanes and hedonists: 
those influenced by the creed of Aestheticism, but perhaps prefer instead to 
focus more on their rarefied pleasures. Gerard de Nerval, Robert de 
Montesquiou, Whistler, Manet and Jean Lorrain might be apt choices. As 
deeply moved as they might be by moonlight dancing through porcelain, 
they prize sensation above ideas. 

The far end of Aestheticism (¢.) would likely be the ‘theory jocks’ of 
Dandyism: those who have actively and vigorously embraced the ethos of 
Aestheticism and its ilk, such as Theophile Gautier, D’Aurevilly and 
especially Baudelaire. This area constitutes some of the more ‘Gallic’ strains 
of Dandyism, favoring elegance, nuance, austerity, and intense inner rapture. 
The outer reaches of Aestheticism is often where tweedy conversations over 
the finer points of La Petnture de la Moderne Vie or La Dandyisme might be 
heard lilting through the cloisters. 

Naturally, such delineations as these are fluid at best, and indeed many 
dandies inhabit many points along this Continuum during the course of 
their careers, 

The swing of the pendulum between the poles of Aestheticism and 
Camp have allowed for a wide variation of form and theory within Dandy- 
ism; that having been said, one wonders how much further the Continuum 
can be stretched before the core principles are too diffuse to hold the defini- 
tion of Dandyism together. One suspects that we are at the zenith of 
Dandyism's scope, and that the expansion brought about by the emergence 
of Aestheticism and Camp might now be complete. This should not be seen 
as a death knell for Dandyism, for Dandyism thrives within self-imposed 
constraints, and the oscillation between Aestheticism and Camp will likely 
provide the necessary vitality, as it has in the past. # 


Recommended reading: Susan Sontag’ Notes on Camp (1964) 
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IF IT’S NOT LISTED HERE, IT’S NOT REALLY FOR SALE 


SEPTEMBER 2004 


‘WANTED: 


ADVERTISEMENTS, PROJECTS, 
PROSPECTUSES, MAPS, PLANS, 
SCHEMES, MANIFESTOS, 
CHARTERS, CHARTS, DIAGRAMS, 
FLYERS, PLEAS, REQUESTS FOR 
PROPOSALS, ASSOCIATIONS, 
PLEAS, THE FUTURE, & C: 
DEAR PHILADELPHIA: This is the place to 
announce what you're doing, about to do, 
hope to do, or are considering doing. An 
army 10,000 strong will gather behind 
you. Your in-box will overflow. If you 
need it, ask for it. If you have it, offer it 
up. We are all broken, but maybe running 
the right General Advertisement can 
make us whole again. Post your bill or 
flyer here. Take a breath and summon the 
thing into being by enunciating the words 
that will make it real. I urge you, I urge 
you strongly, to take advantage of this 
opportunity immediately. Send your 
FREE GENERAL ADVERTISEMENT 
to editors@philadelphiaindependent.net 
immediately to run in our October issue. 
There is no /imit on length but we reserve 
the right to edit but only rarely do we 
exercise this right. We're also taking ads 
for stuff for sale, rooms to let, shout-outs, 
love yous, hate yous, help wanteds, 
lovelorn pleas, etc. Thank you in advance 
for your prompt attention to this matter. 
Use the classified as a message in a bottle, 


cast into a gray paper sea, or an inky foot- 


print on a gray paper moon. It matters not, 
so long as you send your free classifieds to 
editors@philadelphiaindependent.net. 
Immediately. Now! I thank you for your 


prompt attention to this matter. Sincerely 
yours, HENRY FLOss, Auxiliary Classified 
Compiler & Comptroller. 


ACTORS & AUTO WANTED: 


Filmmaker to be shooting project in the Greater 


Local 


Philadelphia Areas in February. Seeking female 
to play role of a 20 year old. All types and builds 
are welcome to apply. Also seeking extras and on- 
set Production Assistants. Little to no experience 


is just fine, but patience and enthusiasm are para- 
mount. Regarding the Automobile: Seeking a 
convertible Volkswagen Karmann Ghia, circa 
1960s. Please send all headshots, photographs, 
resumes, and contact information to: “D.O.A.S.”, 
Attn: Reed Meyer, c/o H&P 811 W. 7th Street, 
Suite 1000, Los Angeles, CA 90017 


(ATTENTION: | 


APARTMENTS FOR RENT & 
C= HOUSES FOR SALE: I have 

several apartments for rent for rea- 
sonable prices, also houses for rent/sale, and, if you 
want to make that big step to build your dreams, 
you may want land so you can build your pyramid 
or treehouse or Dr. Seuss-inspired castle. I also 
have some houses in “shell” condition so you can 
do a rehab that is not related to drugs. See 
www.geocities.com/gasheart or www.geocities.com 
/gasheart/lots or call 215-485-1015. Financing info 
available to help you to help yourself. 
ART STUDIOS & APARTMENTS FOR 
RENT: The city of Burlington, right on the 
Delaware River between New York and Philly, is 
a remarkable, unpolished gem. It feels very much 
like South Street in the ‘70s ... affordable spaces 


on a groovy old street, with the added bonus of 


being right on the river! The Rivers Edge Arts 
League is working to steer the arts community in 
Jersey, Philly and New York towards these spaces. 
For more info or a free tour of the town, email us 
at riversedgearts@yahoo.com 

AUDIENCE WANTED: New Music Venue in 
search of Unique Soul and Identity: Open scarce- 
ly a year, the newly built Millcreek Tavern at 4200 


Chester Ave. seeks inspired, enthusiastic lovers of 


audio adventure to help determine the upcoming 


programming, atmosphere, and overall quality of 


said establishment by attending shows there. We 
have the stage, the P.A. system and the bar, but 
what is missing is you, dear reader. In particular, 
denizens of West Philadelphia are encouraged to 
visit us as we are splendidly located not far from 
you. After Labor Day, Wednesday evenings will 
feature free soul music courtesy of the Blue 
Method, and Thursdays always feature live enter- 
tainment without a cover. Thrifty and refreshing 
drink specials are featured from 10pm-midnight. 
Please visit us online at http://millcreektavern- 
philly.com for more information on our schedule 
and booking enquiries. 


AUT FOR SALE: I am selling a 1995 
Buick Century that has about 
89,000 miles on it. It’s a station wagon, it’s blue, 
and it has that fake wood paneling on the sides. 
Do you need a car? This might be the car for 
you. Things you can do with this car: 1. Drive to 
the beach. 2. Drive out to the country in the 
autumn, go apple picking, and fill up the back 
with freshly picked apples. 3. Back! Seat! 
Memories! 4. Listen to mix tapes with that 
warm Buick factory stereo sound that makes 
every album sound like 1996 all over again. 5. 
Drive a small family somewhere far. 6. Lay down 
the seats and take a nap near a country road. 7. 
Get back to your apartment late at night after 
the El stops running. 8. And so on! I am selling 
this car for 2,000 dollars or best offer. It’s in 
great condition. Well, it needed a new alternator 
but I put one in just a week ago. This is a 1990s 
car so once the 1990s Retro thing hits hard, who 
knows how much these kinds of cars are going to 
go for? That’s why it’s time to get in on the 
ground floor before it’s too late. Buy 1990s 
Products Now! Anyone interested, please get in 
touch ASAP. Write me at erikbader@earth- 
link.net. This car is available for sale immediate- 
ly. Thank you. 
AUTO FOR SALE: The Brady Bunch Muscle 
Car. For sale, absolutely bitchin’, much beloved 
1972 Dodge Coronet wagon, all original, deep 
red color, all black and white interior. This is one 
fun rig! Interior is perfect, the seats, the dash, the 
headliner, the-arm rests even ... all perfect. 99,000 
original miles. Underneath is entirely rust free. 
Runs great. Non smoking family of happy 
groovesters have towed a vintage trailer with this 
car all over the country! Our wagon deserves a 
home with someone cool and happy. No grumps, 
no mopes, no creeps, no dopes. It deserves to be 
parked somewhere where there is a garage or a 
carport or some sort of cover. $3,800 firm. Call 
Todd at 609-386-8786 
BAR WANTED: Dandy Seeks 
« Ambassadorship, 
Tenure. Lord Whimsy, Philadelphia's irrepress- 
ible man about town, is now accepting ‘ambas- 
sadorship’ solicitations from suitably natty estab- 
lishments that feel His Exalted Presence to be a 
potential boon to their prestige. Any cafe, restau- 
rant or bar in the city where his Lordship might 
be guaranteed comfort, breathable air, physical 
safety, lively conversation and access to an assort- 


ment of French herbal liqueurs—especially 
Green Chartreuse—may apply. Refined, congen- 
ial environments preferred. Bastions of the ‘high 
five’ need not apply. 

BEACH HOUSE FOR RENT: Attention, 
jaded Philly urbanites: Looking to get away from 
it all for a week or three? Come to Wildwood- 
by-the-Sea, NJ, where the beach is free! Enjoy 
delicious vintage 1950s and 1960s pop architec- 
ture motels and restaurants, or homey Victorian 
cottages. Take a long bike ride to the Anglesea 
Lighthouse or down to Sunset Lake with the soft 
sea breeze streaming over your face. Spend all 
your quarters playing pinball or DDR at the 
boardwalk. But first, call Gallagher Real Estate 
to arrange a sweet rental at a price you won't 
regret. We have rentals to fit every size and budg- 
et. (609) 522-5757 or www.gallagher- 
realestate.com. The office is open all year long! 
BICYCLE FOR SALE: Pro BMX complete 
bike for sale. Classic original Standard Lengthy 
circa 1995. 3 piece cranks, Mustache handlebar, 
Peregrine wheels, 990 rear brake, pegs, super 
beefy dropouts. Hit me with your best price. 
bmx@space1026.com 

BICYCLE FOR SALE: An adorable Raleigh 
Space Rider bicycle in a beautiful blue color. 
Perfect for a 9-15 yr old or a petite adult. $65: 
Negotiable & interesting trades a possibility. 
BLOGGER FOR HIRE: I am seeking fame 
and fortune, notoriety and increase in my social 
standing via employment. Check out my blog, 
talk it up or talk it down to your friends. Better 
yet, hire me so that I have less time to blog. 
Email me: ERMFine2@aol.com or visit: 
www.UrbanAddiction.com 

BOOKS FOR SALE: “Clever and snappy 
essays...” Karen Gross says of Cassendre Xavier's 
writing. Xavier is the author of four books: 
Secrets & Lies: Poetry and Other Words, Manna 
from Heaven / Oil from the Lamp (essays), 
Open Diary: Making of a Woman/Artist, and 
the renaissance negresse’s guide to life and living. 
To order, please send $7 (includes postage) per 
title, and your name, address, phone & email to: 
Cassendre Xavier POB 30204, Philadelphia, PA 
19103-8204. Please allow 5-10 business days for 
delivery. 

BOOKS FOR SALE: Clear Cut Press sells 
books by subscription. Get eight books delivered 
to your door for $65 or four books for $50. Just 


published: Core Sample: Portland Art Now, a full- 
color catalog documenting the Portland, Oregon, 
independent art exhibition by the same name. 
Next up: a collection of essays by New Yorker 
contributor Charles D'Ambrosio. Don’t wait! 
Subscribe now at www.clearcutpress.com. Clear 
Cut Press, P.O. Box 623, Astoria, OR, 97103. 
BOOKS FOR SALE: Encyclopaedia 
Britannica—Macropaedio edition—20_ vol- 
umes—$50 or best offer. Call 856-424-0928. 
BOOKS FOR SALE: Mike Palecek is an Iowa 
author, former federal prisoner for peace, news- 
paper reporter, Congressional candidate. “Well- 
written and imaginative."—Danny Schechter. 


www.iowapeace.com 


CARTOON: —Caroline Picard 


Yor See7 wHAY Goes AR OND Comes cape 


CHIROPRACTOR WANTED: 


candidate for Chiropractic education seeks guid- 


Interested 


ance from experienced Chiropractor. Looking for 


mentor. Would be willing to intern/work part 


time. Contact: matthew_bulman@yahoo.com 
WANTED, PART TIME: 


CLER Hopeful and burgeoning used 


bookstore seeks personable, bookloving per- 
son with a secretarial bent. Please help me 

get my financials straight, clean up my com- 
puter and streamline my general operations 


as we chat with customers and ring up sales. 


Modest hourly wage to start off with poten- 
tial raises based on performance. Call Molly's 
Bookstore at 215-923-3367 or email: mollys- | 
_books@-comcast.net. | 


COMPANION FOR HIRE: Before November, 
I hope to know where I will be living next, in a 


companion position, ideally near my current 


“neighborhood of 48th and Baltimore, If interest- 


ed, please contact me at jedmckee@ yahoo.com, 


or 267-243-3841. 

CRITIC FOR HIRE: “The business of the 
teacher ... is to figure out (or if necessary ask) the 
purpose and meaning of the piece and only then 
to suggest carefully, thoughtfully, why the pur- 
pose and meaning did not come through,” wrote 
John Gardner about writers, but the same is true 
for visual artists. The visual art critic’s job is to 
figure out if you have carried your idea into your 
work. Evaluation should begin with the work, 
not the critic. For information on a studio visit 
for the purpose of an independent critique, email 
may808@yahoo.com. I am located in Northern 
Liberties. 

DANCE LESSONS: Slow-ass movement med- 
itation class, featuring Haitian vodou dance. Find 
what's hidden inside. Center City location, $10 
per class. Beginners welcome. Contact moonwis- 
domdances@hotmail.com for more information. 
EDITOR FOR HIRE: Editor/writer with 
national magazine experience available to trou- 
bleshoot your news and feature copy. Extensive 
experience with politics, health care, independent 
film and pop culture. Online submissions only. 
Quick turn around. Half of fee paid with submis- 
sion. Remaining half upon completion. Email 
Posops@aol.com. 

EDITOR FOR HIRE: Book Doctor. Down- 
to-earth, comprehensive help and encourage- 
ment with your novels and short fiction. I’m an 
experienced teacher, freelance editor and writer, 
with work published in high-quality literary 
magazines, newspapers and academic journals. 
Expect lots of careful, compassionate attention 
and feedback. Contact David Ebenbach (MFA, 
PhD), at ebenbach@world.oberlin.edu . 
EVENT: 09-01-04 through 09-27-04 
EXHIBIT: Printing Philadelphia! Exploring 
community and the Constitution through print- 
making. This two-part exhibition includes a juried 
exhibition of prints created by independent artists 
and college students and a selection of artwork 
created by children through Philadelphia Print 
Collaborative-sponsored workshops at local arts 
organizations. Work explores the Constitution 
and how it relates to our lives and our neighbor- 
hoods’ histories. National Constitution Center, 
525 Arch Street, Independence Mall, 
Philadelphia. Contact person: Robert Wuilfe, 
rwuilfe@yahoo.com, 215-557-8138. Hours: 
Hours: Mon-Fri 9:30 to 5; Sat/Sun 9:30 to 6. 
EVENT: 09-03-04 through 09-18-04 ... 


7-9 N. 2nd Street 
Philadelphia 19106 


215°925°0511 


Open Every Day 
10 AM to Midnight 


Picture-story collections by 


Ben Katchor 


dvertise 
Here. 


YOU'VE HEARD ABOUT THEM. 
The smart set. The “in” crowd. The peo- 
ple in the “know.” THE INDEPENDENT 
reader. Learned, affluent, yet oh so skep- 
tical. How to woo his precious coin into 
your coffers? Place an ad in the newspa- 
per he trusts the most, the one he keeps 
for months on the shelf, the one he’s 
willing to pay good money for, the one 
that's too big to read on the subway. Your 
ad will run unsullied by the salacious 
images of telephonic procuresses, in 
good company with the rest of the 
renowned museums, pubs, booksellers, 
restaurants and other small businesses 
seen herein. 


THE PITCH: 
Call 215-351-0777 
to reserve your space 
in the newspaper 
that gets read & gets kept. 


RA OT 


> LORD WHIMSY © 


in addition to his flagship LORDWHIMSY.COM, now cordially invites 
the disembodied publick of Earth to his electrical journal and salon: 
HTTP://WWW.LIVEJOURNAL.COM/USERS/LORD_WHIMSY/ 


What times we live in, for never before has a star flown so closely to the ground. 


Attractive, compact, and exceedingly easy to use, websites by 
BedrockJava can provide you with the ability to update your stock 
add new articles. and/or maintain your online calendar with case 


Ordinary websites that need 
frequent updates require 


Simply fill out an ontine form 
Test, Images. Pdf, Mp3s. are all 


128 pages 
late 2004 


REKNOWNED CRANK? 


MISUNDERSTOOD SKIPUACK 229 


a 


Or ALISM 


constant oversight from a 
skilled technology professional 
With a deluxe BedrockJava site, 
you can easily update your site 
at any hour ot the day We 
make it easy for you and your 
casily and 


easily added anytime (and 
searchable too). The application 


dal 


— 
— 
= 
oad 


takes care of all the formatting 
issues. Marvels, indeed 


414 
= 


Organization to Case Studies of our 


rapidly publish to the web 
without any new software 


award-winning work are 
available on our website 


Julius Knipl, Real Estate 
Photographer: 
The Beauty Supply District 


Julius Knipl attends an evening concert and 
unwittingly enters the world of wholesale 
empathizers and chiaroscuro brokers who make 
the decisions critical to the production of aesthetic 
pleasure in all of its forms — from the shape of an 
olive jar to the score of a string quartet 

110 pages / 0-375-700984 / $16.95 


We are a full service web shop, The follow ing services are available 


Website Desiga 
Interactive Web Applications 
Content Management 
E-commerce 
Website Hosting 
Emait Accounts 
Domain Name Management 
Search Engine Submisssions 


New York 


aU! 


qed 


The Jew of New York 


“Katchor’s nineteenth-century carnival of 
hucksters and Kabbalists and pilgrims is a 
delight: you feel that it is a work of singu- 
lar, surreal vision, and at the same time 
that it must all be true.” — The New Yorker 
100 poges / 0.375-70097-8 / $15.00 


www.bedrockjava.com 


BEDROCKJAVA 


PHILADELPHIA PENNSYIEVANIA 


215.218.0621 


Pantheon Books 
at your local bookstore. 


THEORIES OF TIME AND SPACE 
XPLOCED AT: Bar YPanter.com 


www.katchor.com 


SEPTEMBER 2004 


THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


GENERAL 


CAVEAT LECTOR 


. PERFORMANCE: Check out weaving 
project by K. Pannepacker, Ignite our Hearts for 
Peace: A Community Weaving and Vigil for Peace, 
at Box Office of Fringe Festival 620 Chestnut. 
Last year: 7,000 Q-tips. This year: Matches. 
EVENT: 09-08-04: 

FUNDRASIER: On Saturday, September 18, 
from 9 a.m. to noon, the RPCA will collect plas- 
tics with a 1 or 2 stamped on the bottom and 
mixed paper for recycling at the Ivy Ridge Train 
Station parking lot on Umbria St at Parker Ave. 
Plastics must be rinsed, crushed & caps removed. 
Paper can include newspapers, junk mail, flat- 
tened cardboard boxes, etc. This recycling collec- 
tion is a fund-raising program supporting our 
community. Any & all participation is wel- 
comed & appreciated. 

EVENT: 09-09-04: 

FILM: Hijacking Catastrophe: Screening and 
discussion. You've seen Fahrenheit. Now see the 
other 9/11 movie! This new documentary, nar- 
rated by NAACP Chairman Julian Bond, looks 
at the justifications for war in Iraq within the 
larger context of a two-decade struggle by neo- 
conservatives to militarize and expand American 
power abroad, and how the Bush 

Administration sold its controversial plan for 
aggressive military intervention by deliberately 
manipulating intelligence, political imagery, the 
fears of the American people. Thursday, 
September 9th, 7:00PM at Friends Center, 1501 
Cherry Street, Philadelphia, $3 Suggested dona- 
tion. More Info: http://www.mediatank.org or 
215.563.1100. 

EVENT: 09-10-04: 

RECORD RELEASE PARTY: Seven inches 
of vinyl to be celebrated by onlookers, friends and 
passersby. Sympathizers record release party, 3d 
floor Ski lounge @ Doc Watson's @ 216 S. 11th 
St. www.thnthn.com 
EVENT: 09-16-04: 

MUSIC: I am hosting an event on Thursday 


shows 


September 16th at Moca’s, 3505 Lancaster Ave. 
that will feature the newest female-fronted, fire- 
branded, black-rock sensation Younglao, as well 
as the melodic vocal stylings of United Soul. 
After the performances, the event will rock all 
night (or until they kick us out). I request that 
rockers and hip-hoppers who attend this event 
also contribute clothing for the winter clothing 
drive to support the Salvation Army. Moca’s also 
serves an extensive menu that will be available 


throughout the show ‘til the early morn. For 
more information on the show, admission, etc., 
please call 215-386-6678 or www. doit 
bigger.com. 

EVENT, 09-19-04: 

ART-MAKING: Printing Philadelphia: The 
Rub! Sunday, September 19, 2004, 11 AM to 4 
PM. Artists and the public will make frottage 
prints or rubbings from hundreds of low-relief 
printing matrixes based on stories exemplifying 
the Bill of Rights and other amendments to the 
Constitution. There will be a panel discussion at 
2 p.m. to discuss the intersection of art and civic 
engagement, printmaking and the democratic 
process. National Constitution Center, 525 Arch 
Street, Independence Mall, Philadelphia. 
Contact: Caitlin Perkins, Program Coordinator, 
215-557-8152, cperkins@solfopro.com. 
EVENT, 10-01-04: 

ART OPENING: Corporations are people 
too! corpoRACIST: multi-media investigations 
of the monstrous body and schizophrenic mind 
of the corporate person. (According to the gov- 
ernment, corporations are “legal persons.”) An 
exhibit of sculpture, drawings, paintings, printed 
clothing, and stickers by Albo Jeavons. Space 
1026, 1026 Arch Street, October 1st-29th 2004. 
Opening reception Friday Oct. Ist, 6 p.m. - 11 
p-m. Anti-corporate events and a study group in 
the gallery throughout the month. www.disin- 
corporated.org for more info. 

FREE BAND NAMES: Superfriends, Quick 
Brown Fox, The Huxtables, The Children’s 
Television Sweatshop, Vis a Vis, The 911 
Commission, Mother Box, Boom Tube, Sgt. 
Fury and His Howling Commandoes, The Girlie 
Men, What's Her Beef With The Circus? Ogre 
in Not For Sale, and the 
Barnstormers, Man plus Man plus Manatee, 
Money Socks, Plumper, Desperado Inc., The 
Mangos, The Maggots, The Mandibles, The 
Manfrieds, The Mandates, The Managers, The 
Manifold, The Ughert The 


Town Hiram 


Mansons, 


Manicures, The Man, Curse Before Dawn, The 
Sloppy Jalopy's, Grandfather, Sixteen Twelves. 


J U M PRO) PE : Wanted, one exercise- 
worthy jumprope. Will 

pay top dollar—and by that, I mean $1. Contact 

kathleenatkins@yahoo.com. 

MUSIC FOR SALE: Help support the 

Cassingle Revival. Buy The Snow Fairies “Pop 

the Question” EP for less than a faux cheesesteak 


at Gianna’s. Visit http://snowfairies-hearton- 
mysleeve.net/ or http://noise.artclash.com/ 

MUSIC FOR SALE: Between the Devil and 
the Deep Blue Sea / Mike Aho split LP due to 


come out in October for Mental Giant Records. _ 


For info: baitshop@hotmail.com. 
PERFORMERS SEEK AUDIENCE: Rowdy 
patrons sought for ambitious fringe series fea- 
turing Kiki & Herb, Mike Albo, Kate Rigg, 
Murray Hill Hidary. Visit 
www.directfromnyc.com for more information 
and a full schedule. 


Aaron Nar TON’: 
iC <p PERSONAL: I've never tried this 


before so here it goes. I'm a single, 

white, 41-year-old male who is 
brand new to Philadelphia (Fishtown area). I just 
got here from Ohio. I’m 5’7”, 190 pounds, artist 
type guy with short brown hair, goatee, and sev- 
eral professionally done tattoos. I enjoy flea mar- 
kets and thrift stores, a good cup of coffee in a 
hip little coffee shop, a good shot of whiskey in a 
cool dive bar, laughing, cuddling, sex, books, 
honest intelligent conversation, music and art 
and lots more. I've previously dated everything 
from strippers to doctors and everything in 
between—so your economic bracket (or lack 
thereof) is not important. I’m seeking someone 
without a lot of drama or past baggage. Your age 
is open. Prefer hippy, artist or alternative type 
female who is honest and down to earth but still 
knows to have a good time and can still get a lit- 
tle crazy now and then. Friendship first but pos- 


and Vanessa 


sible long term relationship if we end up clicking. 
Contact me at either of these addresses: 
WHLGGUY26003@AOL.COM or Pete, c/o 
Boxholder, P.O. Box 3734, Philadelphia, PA 
19125 

PERSONAL: Happy 30th Birthday to 
Grandmaster Stevie G. Rock the block, yo! Hugz 
n’ mad love, from your sista and brotha and all 
your friends (even if they don’t know about this 
shout out). 

PERSONAL: A certain Mr. 
notice his undying love to his Ms. Sweezlet in 
hopes of more happy days. 
union only makes me more sure of our high 
ration of combined Sweezleness and interde- 
pendent mojo. Additionally, I remain in high 


Sweezle sends 


Our impending 


spirits for our upcoming Canadian tour. 


[ATTENTION: 
c= PERSONAL: Sought: Your 


Myrna Minkoff to my Ignatius 

Reilly, for adventures in the 
absurd, in and beyond city limits. Reply 610-777- 
9592. 
PHOTOGRAPHER FOR HIRE: Wedding 
Photographer Christopher Farber. http://bill- 
cramer. com/cf_weddings_gallery/ 
PHOTOGRAPHER FOR HIRE: Capture 
that pivotal day in your life, halfway between 
freedom and captivity. Preserve forever the 
expression on your face as you bind your life to 
someone you may or may not want to have sex 
with five years from now. See my website for 
portfolio, contact info, and rates: www.sonjasea- 
wright. com/index.html 
POETRY AWARD: Enter the Giovanni's 
Room International Poetry Award. Open to all 
gay, lesbian, transgender poets. 
Submission guidelines at http://GRaward. 
blogspot.com. 
POLITICIAN SEEKS VOTES: Candidate 
running for office! Matthew Wusinidh is run- 
ning for State Legislator in the 153rd district. I 
seek to accelerate the funding for home school- 


bisexual, 


ing and allow Pennsylvanians to purchase medi- 
cines that are not necessarily approved by the 
FDA. Help me help you. 

RECOMMENDED NOVELS: 1. This ts Not a 
Novel by David Markson, 2. Witch Grass by 
Raymond Queneau, 3. Mr. Mee by Andrew 
Crumey, 4. Aberration of Starlight by Gilbert 
Sorrentino, 5. Invention of Morel by Adolpho 
Bioy Casares, 6. JR by William Gaddis, 7. 
Dhalgren by Samuel Delany, 8. Invisible Cities by 
Italo Calvino, 9. Cigarettes by Harry Mathews, 


10. My Parts Gail Scott. 
| REQUE FOR PROPOSALS: 
We are in possession of | 


two dozen small birdhouse-like boxes. The 
boxes are built such that one person can place 


a document into box, and the box will protect 
the document from the effects of the ele- 
ments until a second person happens by and 


removes the document from the box. We 
would like to affix these boxes to telephone 
poles, trees, or some other public surface, and 
| use them to collect letters and documents 


from the public. The boxes could be spread 
out all over the city, the country, or even the 
world. The question is what kinds of docu- 
ments we should solicit, and what we should 
do with the documents after we have 
obtained them. We have considered using 
them as a kind of alternative postal system, or 
as a service for matching the lovelorn to the 
lovelorn, or dividing the city, state or world 
into districts or territories and having each 
territory serviced by one of our boxes. We're 
still figuring out what to do. Maybe you can 
help. Send your proposals to getitwhileyou- 
can c/o The Independent, 1026 Arch St., 
Phila., 19107. 


ROOM FOR RENT: InFusion Coftee & Tea. 
Spacious (1000 sq ft) 1 room, 2 half baths, beauti- 
ful garden patio, fully furnished, orig. terrazzo flr, 


elegant lighting, a/c and heat, staff on hand at al 
times. Cheap. Yes it’s true! You can rent InFusion 
for your private party. Call 215-248-1718. 


I wrote a 


SONG SEEKS SINGER: 


my bitchin’, much beloved bright red 1972 
Dodge Coronet wagon, and I think it is a solid 
vehicle for Jill Scott. How do I get the song to 
her? Gimme the high sign, all you know 
sumpthin-sumpthins. Call Todd: 609-386-8786 


song about 


SUBMISSIONS WANTED: The Keyhole 
Journal is seeking articles, essays, interviews, art- 
work, and fiction by people of Christian faith. 
Our hope is to showcase a diversity of opinion 
and perspective among Christians. Those inter- 
ested in helping with production of the magazine 
are also invited to contact us. We are looking for 
TRAIN BUFFS: Admitted train dorks, 
Christina D’Ambrosia and Walt Weber, please 
contact kpict@yahoo.com concerning Southern 
New Light Rail 
Pronunciation ... singe alerts vs. snidge alerts 

TURNTABLE FOR SALE: 1 Gemini DJ 


turntable for sale. Perfect for home listening with 


Jersey Train matter. 


any stereo receiver, comes with needle. Or you 
could be on your way to becoming a really wack 
DJ. Take your pick. gemini@space1026.com 
VISUALIZATIONS WANTED: Request for 


global visualization of world peace and moving 


beyond the money system as we know it. We need 
a revolution of love and universal healing. 


Meditating on love and abundance is the best 
defense against fear and scarcity. Anyone can do 
this. Best time to send your positive thoughts: in 
the bath and during orgasm. Yours in light & grat- 
itude, ARah, of The Mama Goddess Workshop 
Space, Philadelphia. Communications (with posi- 
tive content <only) sent to: 
ARuvistPublications@hotmail.com. 

again. Secking individuals who love to work 
together, play together, and make puppets 
together to pull off yet another Peoplehood! We 
need volunteers to do virtually everything under 
the sun. Parade takes place on Saturday, October 
23. Please call at 215.222.6979 for more infor- 
mation. 

the ass of the FCC in federal court! 
what tick? 
Prometheus needs help with: legal & technical 


may be 


Wanna 
know makes us Volunteers! 
support, networking & web editing, graphic 
design, various research projects and general 
office tasks. We are also looking for one special 
creative person who has experience with silk 
screen design/printing for a one time project. If 
you possess any of these skills and/or you just 
want to help build a movement for independent 
anthony@ 
prometheusradio.org or call 215-727-9620. Bask 


grassroots media, contact: 
in our hotness at http://www.prometheus 
radio.org! 


WEBSITE: checked out 


MarketEast.com lately? Get the best zines, 


Have you 


screenprinted posters, and other limited edition 
artwork by Space 1026 artists and others from 


across the U.S. and beyond. Go to www.mar- 


keteast.com 
WEBSITE: Wet >—Abhor.org—Independently 
done webzine covers music reviews, 


columns, Interv adelphia/NYC shows, 
sted in contributing 


onXX@ 


n one cinephile 


aol.com. 


1 with her compulsion to 


make lists? \ »s 100movies.com. 
WEBSITE: Now 
you won't have to we he rest of your life. 


ZOO: Snull looking for animals to showca 


com 


In 


public forum. Will buy at current international 
rates. Especially interested in all marsupials, 
except for wombats and numbats. Humane treat- 


ment and great exposure. I will contact you. 


THE BEST CHEESESTEAK IN THE CITY! 

THE ONLY ‘GG’ SPECIAL IN THE WORLD 

DELICIOUS PIZZA, HOMEMADE DESSERTS, 
SOFT SERVE 


CELEBRATING 2 YEARS AT 6TH AND SOUTH 
THANK YOU FOR YOUR SUPPORT 


507 s. 6th Street, Philadelphia 
(between Lombard & South) 
215 829 GG4U 


Always good times. 
Happy Hour Mon-Fri 4-6 pm 
Brunch Sat-Sun 11-3 


637 NORTH THIRD STREET 
PHILADELPHIA 
TEL: 215.627.6711 
FAX: 215.627.6167 
WWW. THEABBAYE.COM 
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ATTORNEY AT LAW 
215-287-3492 


a 


HOUSE OF 


Our Own 
BOOKSTORE 


Alternative & Scholarly Books 
* Since 1971 x 
Vew, used & out-of-print 
x * * 

- Saturday 


Monday 10am - 7pm 


Sunday:Noon - 
* 
3920 Spruce Street Philadelphia, PA 19104 


Spm 


Pas eee 


records fi comics | cds I! books 


208 S. 40TH ST. // 215.386.6110 


records.comics.cds.books // new.used.bought.sold 


fem 


CAFE & BOOKSTORE 


1010 S. 9th Street 


All Good Books, New & Used 
Free Coffee After 3 p.m. 


° Street » 215-923-3367 
saat S. 9th nollysbooks.com 


www ostandardtap.coim 


kitchen open everyidlay at 5p 
brunch weekends from lla 


STANDARD TAP 


"ral \ rf } 


SALES C SERIE 


606 So. 9th St., Phila., Pa 19147 
Tues. - Thurs. Fri, Sat. 10-5 Wed. 1-9 closed Sun, - Mon 
215-627-3370 Curtis Anthony 
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ETTES & COKEHEAD 


SF OOS 


a career ~ 


Phone Sex Diary 


CASE STUDY N°6: QUARTERLY REPORT 


A Season of Sighing Over the Wires 


~ BY BREESWANN) #& 


’m three months into my stint as a 1-900- 
[es and now seems like a good a 

time as any to take stock of things. I have 
had every single one of my make-believe ori- 
fices crammed not only with countless fingers, 
tongues, and cocks, but enormous glow-in-the- 
dark double-headed dildos shaped like swans, 
hairbrush handles, perfume bottles, the blunt 
end of a hammer, and assorted items from the 
crisper including but not limited to carrots, 
cucumbers, eggplants, and bananas. I have 
encouraged strange men to jerk off into a pair 
of my stolen pantyhose. I have taken them with 
me to the mall, where we get our nails done 
together and hunt down the perfect Lycra tube 
top and hot pants set for them to wear out club- 
bing. I have violated them in the back of pick- 
up trucks with my handy-dandy anal beads, 
which I carry in my purple Jansport book bag at 
all times. I have divulged the fables of the girls’ 
locker room after cheerleading practice, not 
sparing one luscious, soapy detail. I have been 
bent over the ninth hole of a golf course, spread 
wide on the forty-yard line of the football field, 
and pushed beneath the desks of only like, 
every last teacher and principal and guidance 
counselor in the whole school. Today alone, I 
peed on command three times. 

Furthermore, I have offered consolation to 
the inconsolable, validation to the depraved, 
understanding to the confused, and company to 
the terminally lonely. I listened to Ted, 31, 
describe to me what it feels like to face life as a 
paraplegic bound indefinitely to his parents’ 


house after a motorcycle accident. He told me, 


tearful and panicked, that he’d been a hotshot 
lawyer and a real asshole to women before this 
happened. Once, while finger-banging the insa- 
tiable bisexual Debbie, 26, I heard the unmis- 
takable sound of an infant crying in the back- 
ground. When I inquired about this, she sighed 
and said, “Yeahhh ... I’m babysitting.” One of 
my regular callers, John, 47, tells me heartbreak- 
ing stories about his recent divorce after my 
weekly debauching in various fast food chain 
restrooms. He and his wife were so in love, he 
says. He'd been terrified of losing her since 
before they were even engaged. She was “no 
good at commitment,” but he tried to ignore 
that for twenty years, until she finally got sick of 
his stupid selfish tolerance. I’m learning to make 
all the appropriate coos of sympathy almost as 
well as I moan and groan and grunt. I didn’t coo 
at Debbie, though. I can be fired for talking to 
anyone who's in the presence of children, so I 
promptly hung up on her. Then I took an early 
lunch break and went to the park and cried for 
an hour, soothing myself with thoughts of the 
normal job folding shirts at Banana Republic 
that I was going to get the next day. 

This fantasy of woman I’m hawking only 
has a little to do with perky tits, an adventurous 
spirit, and a strange enthusiasm for the word 
“yes.” It has more to do with the idea of unfail- 
ing convenience, abundance, permanence. 
Phone sex lines are open twenty four hours a 
day, seven days a week. When a man calls one, 
he is guaranteed to speak with someone. Unlike 
life, phone sex is a sure bet. So I am paid to be 


there in some form or another, provoking and 


receiving the solicitous condescension that 
creeps into a man’s voice when he’s getting what 
he wants. On good days, I am a benevolent cor- 
nucopia of human empathy. On bad days, my 
own contempt for both the men on the other 
end of the receiver feels like some kind of slow- 
acting poison eating away at everything I like 
about myself. Either way, this job can be pretty 
overwhelming. But what the hell. At least I'm 
not dored. 

Every day, after my shift ends, I walk the 
seven blocks home looking at everyone I pass 
very closely, because I’m convinced I know all 
about them. I know how sometimes they scare 
themselves, by being too freaky or too hungry 
or too sad. I know how desperate they are to 
find something or someone that belongs only to 
them; I know to what lengths they'll go to 
secure it for themselves. I look all of them in 
the eye because I know how necessary it is for 
people to be seen. I do this automatically, 
because my job has accustomed me to generos- 
ity. Also, I don’t kid myself that I’m much dif- 
ferent from anyone else anymore. It’s too 
exhausting, and I’m already exhausted. 

Bree Swann is writing a series of phone sex 
case studies for THE INDEPENDENT. 


AT THE BUS STOP 


The Fairweather Friend 


“Hey, [nod and wave] how’s it going? I’m 
not going to hit on you, I’m much older 
than you are [silence] and I can’t teach you | 
anything, that’s for sure. Sooooo, I guess | 
there’s nothing to talk about but the 
weather. [Looking around] The sky, the 
rain, the trees, but it’s getting so that you 
| can hardly even look up any more. They're 
getting a little too strict with that, don’t 
you think? The government and all? Well 
anyway, I guess I'll get going. See you 
later.” } 
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SPOTTINGS 


MASS SPECTROGRAPHY 


2a BY CHARLIEV « 


Member Owned 
Quality Food 
Locally Produced 


Serving the community since 1973 


membership is open to the public 


JOIN TODAY! 


or come by for a trial shop 


559 CARPENTER LA., PHILA., PA, 19119 
215-843-2350 


www.weaversway.coop 


SOUTH STREET HATS 


Formerly Dietz Hats 


810 South Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19147 
(215) 829-1600 


FOOD & DRINK 


— 


EVERY TUES 9PM 
FANCYPANTS CINEMA 


WEDS APRIL 14TH 
ROCK&ROLL QUEER BAR 
HOSTED BY PSYDDE DELICIOUS 


Siv0e Sood Srocndkly Vutcos 


DAILY MENU SPECIALS 
PREPARED BY 
CHEF PETER DUNMIRE 


SUNDAY BRUNCH 
11AM-3PM 


3RD & BROWN STREETS © NORTHERN LIBERTIES © 215.413.3666 
WWW.NORTHTHIRD.COM 


YARDS 


PHILADELPHIA. Pa. 


YES! he was told to stop 
drinking milk, but pie 
without milk is an un 


bearable way to start 


one's morning 


* 20WORDS.ORG | 


REDLETTERS 


CO AAA 
\EBOO Point Loskovt Road 
Saint Mary§ City, MID 


ROCK. 


Moonstone Readings 


at ROBIN’S BOOKSTORE 


kJ TATTOOS 


Custom Tattooing by 
Richie cj. Menet 
at Sink The Ink 

> Tattoo studio 


Mews 56 n. Dork rd. Willow rove, PA 19090, 
SH) Tattooung by The Babs and Big Lou. 
Peircing by blake, 
J 215 -639-3310 
Clean, Fremdly, Good times 


PHILADELPHIA | "T4/- 


RECORD 
EXCHANGE 


* — Plustration 
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* Graphic Design 


618 South Sth Street (215) 925 7892 


-~ Photo Reto 


1 Block from Willow grove stop on the 2 train 
to warminster, leaveing from 11 th and market 
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HOROSCOPE: VIRGO, August 23- September 22. Every coin 
has two sides, and every triangle three. The time you gain by losing 
a friend allows for self-improvement. That girl was no good, anyway. 
Taking up a new hobby boosts your self-esteem. Lucky day: 31. 


B: ACK TO SCHOOL. September brings 
bulging backpacks, yellow school buses, 
and, at long last, light cotton sweaters. It 
renews Labor, but, since a bill signed by 
President Grover Cleveland in 1864 so 
decreed, begins with its Rest. Let no man, 
woman or child, domesticated beast or 
youth of any age, lift a finger on that, the 
American respite, our yearly Sabbath and 
celebration of the eternal nobility of Work, 


1990-2000 
1 


LEARN SOMETHING: 
Tour the Eastern State Penitentiary 
22nd St. and Fairmount Ave., Wed- 
Sun, 10 a.m.-5 p.m., $9 adults, $7 
students and seniors, $4 for the kids 


“> ie 


SOUND & SCREEN: 
Jeanne d'Arc and Loren Connors at 
International House. 


n= 


see side bar 


SPORT: The Inter 


6 p.m., Free. 


Chestnut St., 8 p.m., $10 


CONTEST: Enter the 
Giovanni's Room International Poetry 
contest. First place $100, gift certifi- 
cate, publication. For details, see 

graward. blogspot.com 


REWIND, REPEAT: Lizek 
and Libeskind @ Slought Foundation 


=~ 


see side bar 


ents “Sexuality and Socia! 


Hall, Bryn Mawr College. 
Free. 


Scary Stories (Series) 

by Alvin Schwartz 

2 Daddy's Roommate 
by Michael Willhoite 

3. 1 Know Why the 


by Mark Twain 


Company Kickball Team defends its title 
@ Palumbo Field, Tenth & Fitzwater sts. 


MUSIC: The Ex and Macha @ 
the First Unitarian Church, 2125 


20) 


READING: Jorie Green Mark 
teads from “Bride in Overdrive” @ 
the Central Branch of the Free Library, 
1901 Vine St., 7 p.m., Free 


LECTURE: Caitlin Ryan pres- 


Missing Discourse” @ Thomas Great 


Se comes from the Latin word, 
“septem,” meaning not “pierceable bridge 
between the nostrils,” but rather, “the num 
ber seven.” Its birthstone is sapphire 


his month, may your teachers turn 

blind eyes to the notes you pass and 
may your secret crush know your name. Let 
not the factory floor boss and his minions 
intimidate your plans to organize and 


second of late September's T-Shirt Weather 


250 
16 


Act Theatre | GENIUS: |s not without peril 
When excelling, please Keep your seat- 
belt fastened and your helmet tight. It 
would be tragic indeed to crash before 


reaching your peak. 


COMMUNITY: Books through 
Bars packing night @ the A-Space. 
4722 Baltimore Ave., 7.30-10.30 p.m 


Weekly. 8 p.m., Free 


MUSIC: 2004 Mush Records tour. 


= 


see side bar 


inliquid.com. 


ART: Laura Owens and Yinka 
Shonibare @ the Fabric Workshop 
and Museum, 1315 Cherry St., Sth 
and 6th Floor through November 13 
Closed Sundays. 


Q&A: 
| Work: The 


7.30 p.m 


sSEPTEMBER = 


The Fourth Week in September 
BANNED BOOKS WEEK 


Top five most frequently challenged books 


MUSIC: Phil Elvrim (Mount 
Errie/Microphones), Weeds, Woelv @ 
the First Unitarian Church, 2125 


the glory and respect our Government he, ep an a assemble. And before the dying dog days of 
bestows upon a minimum wage, practiced in erase is heat become blustery winter blues, open up 
an eight-hour stretch of savings and, for by Robert Cormier your windows and sink comfortably into 
those who resist the siren song of One Day 5. The Adventures of your silky sofas, eyes tuned to the New Fall 
Only, idle Huckleberry Fen Line-Up, self-consciously savoring every Chestnut St., $8 


ART OPENING:@ the 
Institute for Contemporary Art. 


= 


see side bar 


ART OPENING: 
the Front: Emerging Artists” @ 
Slought Foundation, 4017 Walnut St., 


P< 


THE INTERNET: 
Art/design network InLiquid presents 
a series of New Media projects @ 


29° 


Somewhere in the city, a 
Q&A session occurs. And in the front 
rows, someone considers making a 
comment or postulating a theory. To 
that someone: Don't. Just don’t. 


TOURNAMENT: Board 
games, beer, snacks and prizes @ 
Your House, 10 p.m., $5 Ante 


FILM: Media Tank presents 
“Hijacking Catastrophe: 9/11, Fear, 
and the Selling of the American 
Empire” @ the Friends Center, 1501 
Cherry St., suggested donation $3 


TWOH 


pigeon flat / 


“"Back to READING: Temple University 
Poets & Writers Series presents Amy 
Bloom @ Temle University Center 


City, 1515 Market St., 8 p.m., Free 


MUSIC: Ghost plays the Khyber 
2nd and Chestnut sts., 9 p.m., 21+, 
$12 Chestnut St 


230 


CLASSICS: The Philadelphia 
Orchestra presents Czech Warmth. 
featuring works by Martinu and 
Dvorak @ the Kimmel Center, 8 p.m. 
Call 215.893.1999 for tickets. 


Church, 212 
$10 


0 


FILM: 


215.569.9700 for tickets and infor 


mation. 


THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


MULTIMEDIA: Movies with 
live Soundtracks 


see side bar 


¢ In the darkened city fell / Little 


© Too tall longhaired music fan / Why 
are you so tall? / | want my $8 back 


MUSIC: 
Bardo Pond @ the First Unitarian 


“Conspiracized” premieres 
@ the Prince Music Theatre, 1412 


FLOWER OF THE MONTH: 


(Also known as the Starwort) 


ADVICE: VIRGO, August 23-September 22. Shy, fussy, worrier. 
Practical, conservative, hygienic. The truth, Virgo, is that you're kind 
of a drag. Play it fast and loose; invest in a fistful of lotto tickets. But 
don't trust your savings to safes. Liquidate! Liquidate! Liquidate! 


FRINGE: Super Ed's SurReal 
GongMusic @ the Continental, 2nd 
and Market sts., 2 p.m., Free 


It 


SOUND & SCREEN: 
Text of Light at International House 


=~ 


see side bar 
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AIKUS: 


A pox on you, SUV! 


Fly Pan Am, Mono, DJ NIGHT: Mr 10-- Fingers 
spins hip-hop, funk and reggae @ 
the 700 Club, 2nd St. and Fairmount 


Ave. 10 p.m., 21+, Free. Weekly. 
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OPEN MIC: Open mic jam 

session for spoken word artists musi- 
cians, MCs, &c. @ the Rotunda, 4014 
Walnut St., 8 p.m., Free. Monthly. 


5 Chestnut St., 8 p.m 


8 p.m, $10. Call 


Stalwort, in an 


Hairy Aster 


Astae, goddess of inn 
Aster pilosus 


the tears of Virgo, 


cence, it doesnt fade as quickly as the others 
No: It fades after. 


MULTIMEDIA: Movies with Live 


OP Seamaster eo 
7p.m., 21+, $7. 


n 1998, Xander Marro ushered a small crew of 
I friends and hangers-on into a former costume 
jewelry warehouse in Providence, Rhode Island for 
the purpose of watching each others’ 16mm and 
8mm shorts. There was only one rule: every film had 
to be accompanied by a live soundtrack. Over the 
years, MWLS films have been projected to the tune 
of not only your classic “live band,” but interviews, 
prank phone calls, barking dogs and bouncing ping 
pong balls. This summer, the program is going on its 
first tour, curated by Marro and featuring the likes of 
Mat Brinkman, Ben Coonley, Jo Dery, Peter Glantz, 
Laura Rodriguez, Carrie Collier, Paper Rad and 
Retard Riot, among others. Many others. And 
they're stopping in Philadelphia. They're stopping at 
the Fire. They're stopping at the Fire for You, and 
possibly for the sound of Your Live Soundtrack. How 
cool is that? 


OS™, OPENING: Pepén Osorio, Ant 
Farm, David Lamelas and Amy Sillman @ the 
Institute for Contemporary Art, 118 S. 36th St., 6 p.m. 
etween 1968 and 1978, members of the radical 
B art and architecture collective Ant Farm inflated 
structures, drove a customized Cadillac El Dorado 
through a pyramid of burning televisions and buried 


ten Cadillacs nose-down in a wheat field along Route 
66, a project immortalized, or at least referenced, in 


the Bruce Springsteen song of the same name, 
“Cadillac Ranch.” Nearly thirty 
Berkeley Art Museum has organized the first survey 
of Ant Farm's ouevre, and the show is making one 
East coast stop—Philadelphia. Also opening tonight 
at the ICA are Pepon Osorio’s installations based on 


years later, the 


his work with the city’s Department of Human 
Services; a reconstruction of one of David Lamelas’ 
film and media installations/institutignal critiques 
from the 1960s; and a large-scale painting by Amy 


Sillman. 

SOUND & SCREEN: 
11«12 Text of Light @ 7 p.m. on 
Saturday, $10; The Passion of Joan of Arc @ 1 p.m. on 
Sunday, $5, International House, 3701 Chestnut Street. 


I 


of the sound/screen venn diagram. On Saturday, the 
Text of Light group returns to International House 
to provide live improvisational accompaniment for 


t's a good weekend for music fans, cineastes and 
any dilettante lucky enough to fall in the middle 
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two Stan Brakhage films, E/lipses (1998) and Star 
Garden (1974). The ensemble—Lee Ranaldo (Sonic 
Youth), Alan Licht and William Hooker—has also 
curated a selection of shorts that will precede the fea- 
tures, including works by Ira Cohen, Bruce Connors, 
Phil Niblock and Malcolm Maclise, with original 
soundtracks by the Sun Ra Arkestra, Brian Eno, 
Terry Riley and Angus Maclise. If you're in the mood 
for something a little less psychedelic, check out 
Sunday afternoon's screening of the Carl Dreyer clas- 
sic, The Passion of Joan of Arc. Newly re-edited by gui- 
tarist Loren Connors, it features a score he wrote 
specifically for the film. I don't see how endless close- 
ups of Marie Falconneti’s transfigured face could be 
improved, but there’s only one way to find out. 


ei 


MUSIC: Mush Records Tour featuring 
Her Space Holiday, Neotropic, Octavius 


and Thavius Beck @ the First Unitarian Church, 2125 
Chestnut St., 7.30 p.m., $8. 


ull disclosure: I am a little bit obsessed with Her 

Space Holiday. Brandishing flashing lights and 
an arsenal of synthesizers and programmed beats, 
Mare Bianchi both remixes the likes of Aspera Ac 
Astra, Elastica and Bright Eyes and writes his own 
gorgeous, atmospheric, confessional, quirky pop sym 
phonies. In the last year, Bianchi has broken up with 
girlfriend/collaborator Keely and jumped the Tiger, 
Style ship for Mush Records. And now he’s on th 
Mush tour, still rocking 2003's The Young Machines, 
but maybe introducing some new material? One can 
only hope. Will it be as great as his other stuff? Onc 
can only assume. Will the kids go crazy for the space 
rock? One can only dream. Oh yeah, there are some 


other bands playing, too. They're probably alright 
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Foundation, 4017 Walnut St., Wed-Sat 11 a.m.-6 p.m., | 
through November 6. | 


I 


Slavoj Zizek, gave a presentation at the University of 
Pennsylvania Plea for 
Fundamentalism.” In April of the next year, every 

body’s favorite architect other than Frank Gehry, 
Daniel Libeskind, The 
Future of Memory.” Slought, which organized the 


REWIND, REPEAT: Slavoj Zizek | 
and Daniel Libeskind on DVD @ Slought | 


n September 2000, everybody's favorite ex-candi 
date for president of the Republic of Slovenia, 


entitled “A Lacanian 


lectured on “Architecture: 
“Theorizing” lecture series that included these talks, 
will be re-presenting the magic on DVD from 


September 11 through November 6 


PHILA 


CROSSROADS 
MUSIC 


PHILADELP HIS 
au 


ROOT AND BRANCH 


NADA BRAHMA 
THE WORLD 15 SOUND 


Calvary Church » We 


DELPHIA’S LEADING 


COMMUNITY-BASED VENUE 
FOR TRADITIONAL, 
INTERNATIONAL, ETHNIC, 
AND RELATED 
NON-COMMERCIAL MUSIC 


concert schedule at: 


http://www.crossroads.calvary-center.org 


st Philly at 48° & Baltimore * Café open from 6:00 


BENJAMIN TIVEN [ggeemoked WN aamé 


classic pitt 
psychedaula 


roots mus Cc 
——— — —=-_ 


ance house drum &- bass 
fuss wR 


267 973 9508 
www. benjamintiven.com 


A25 WEST’ Si ATE STREET 
” DOYLEST WN! BUCKS COUNTY 


G 15)348- 2323 
w.sirenrecords.com 


INETOUIDYGON 


art/design network 


Visit INLIQUID.COM, your central 
nonprofit hub for the visual arts, and 


¢ VIEW the work of over 140 inde- 
pendent visual artists from 


Philadelphia 2 ee 


ee 
Rae asaa 


Founded in 1999, InLiquid is a 501(c)(3) artist 
membership organization, enhancing our cre- 
ative community with both web-based and 
real-world exhibitions and events. 


Julie Dou 
Dominique 


ars nova workshop 
presents: 


Thursday, Seplember 9 
Sonore with Ken Vandermark, 
Mats Gulslafsson & Peler Brétzmann 


Friday, Seplember 10 
Ted Strola's Rebel Souls 
with Jeb Bishop & Jeff Parker 


Friday, Oclober 1 
Assif Tsahar &Talsuya Nakalani 


Friday, Oclober 8 
Liberly Ellman Quarlel 


Thursday, Ogiober 14 
Fell bul N ot Heard with 
Tim Berne & Mal Maneri 


and performances from Greg Osb 

Sabir Malcen, Marc Ribol, Bobb: 
Bradford, Larry Ochs, Rudres 
Mahanthappa, Sleve Swell... 


all the details and more 
vistl www.arsnovaworkshop.com 


cet 
pétrin 


Genevieve Castrée 


SPace 1026 1026 Arch St Philadelphia 
Opening Friday Sept? 7-llpm 


Boredom and ignorance, the dog and pony of the show 


we like to call “life.” You may know them as well as we 


do. They are the handmaidens of unhappiness and the 
pets of distress. But you need not succumb to them any 
longer, thanks to the New Internet Sensation... 


Www. 


DAILY 
FLOSS 


.NET 


What should you do with your free time? We haven't a 
clue. Instead, we would like to ask you. 


Whereas other online listings attempt to herd the public 
around like a flock of geese, THE DAILY FLOSS is in 


the business of stealing your ideas and claiming them as 


its own, a process we like to call “listening.” Send us your 


listings. Let us know what you are up to. No garage sale, 


brunch, or backgammon game is too small. Floss Daily: 


Let your week shine as brightly as your smile. 


Please Also Pay A Visit To 


WWW.PHILADELPHIA 
INDEPENDENT.NET 


é 
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THE BUREAU OF 


THE PHILADELPHIA INDEPENDENT 


UZZLES & GAME 


SEPTEMBER 2004 


INVISIBLE HANDS GUIDE THE PUPPET DICTATOR 


This Month’s Pussle 1. eee is war without . the gun it is necessary to take | 26. I am the best player in the On Apologies 
loodshed while war is poli- | up the gun. | world and I am here to 
tics with bloodshed. | | prove it I do not mean, I have justified or taken away the disap- 


HENRY KISSINGER VS. 
MAO ZEDONG 


Who Said What? Match the Madness to the Man 


BY HENRY FLOss 


a ~ 


| 15, 


Leaders must invoke an 


if my last column, I promised that this month would her- 
ald the return of the crossword puzzle, and with it, prizes, 


pointment I have caused. 


2. There cannot be a crisis next | alchemy of great vision. 27. Do not damage crops. rewards and the usual smattering of incentives. Sadly, I must I do not mean, It never happened. 
week. My schedule is alread: apologize. I spoke too soon. I do not mean, I will never err again. - 
full a wz 16. Donald Rumsfeld is the 28. Be open and above board, What, I find myself asking, lifting my eyes to a burning I grow frustrated, and weary, with such self-flagellation! 


To read too many books is 
harmful. 


Power is the ultimate aphro- | 18. 


disiac. 


most ruthless man I have 
ever met ... and I mean that 
as a compliment. | 


If we do what is necessary, 
all the odds are in our 


29. 


and don't intrigue and con- 
spire. 


The one thing every man 


individual rights will be will- 


“ingly relinquished for the 


guarantee of their well being 


horizon of fumes and tuning my ears to screeching choir of 
Pigeons, is an apology? I wish to bury my head in cotton and 
stuff my mouth with candies, but, instead, I keep my mind 
trained on the prize of Knowledge. I wonder, What does it 
mean to be sorry? 


ers, that I am sorry—as I am!—does it change the time you 
spent growing excited as the Hours marched on and the 
Sands ran thin and you, foolishly, it turns out, believed your- 


What do I mean? A light dawns. An answer takes shape. I 
simply mean, puzzlers and colleagues, that by causing you 
pain, I have caused myself pain. An apology, I find, is noth- 
ing more than the verbal expression of the fact that we are 
sharing a time, however fleeting, of real and true sadness, that 


4. I don’t read books, I write 17. Don't pick lon others for | fears is the unknown. When We can assume that an apology is issued after the self- _ your disappointment is also se eee I'm way a 
hi A > 4 i recognition of error, but what of it? Does the apology change Allow me to weep with you. I say, Take my hand an 
them: their faults. presented with this scenario, the fact that the error has occurred? When I say, dear read- acknowledge that I am also a little less alive because of the 


thing I did. And then forget it. 

Until next month, dear friends, at which time the 
Bureau will offer a puzzle, game or item of Leisure—of what 
it will consist, I know not, and have learned, the hard way, 


favour. 3 self to be gliding ever-nearer to the happy challenge of a 
6. Do not take liberties with i granted to them by their crossword? Can I give back to you those precious moments _ not to guess. 
Po world government. of your life? Can I rewrite their meaning, can I revise their 
women. 19. Political power grows out of g ceaseless esate cal 


A year ago we were standing | 


at the edge of a precipice. 20. 


Since then we have taken a 


the barrel of a gun. 


It is, after all, the responsi- 
bility of the expert to oper- 


| 30. 


We are all the president’s 
men. 
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vacation 
style 
restaurant 
(no passport required) 
"WE'RE NOT 


ha 
ppy PRETENDING" 


hour 

specials 

mon-fri 5-7pm 
now serving 


lunch, dinner 


& sunday brunch 
1214 SANSOM STREET 
PHILADELPHIA, PA 19107 


215.928.8118 
Fax: 215.928.0656 
WWW.FERGIES.COM 


931 n. 2nd st. 215.629.0500 


www.azurerestaurant.net 
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| ARTISAN GALLERY 
| & GENERAL STORE 
HANDMADE Goobps: 
JEWELRY CLOTHING 
Hats HANDBAGS 
HOUSEWARES CANDLES 
Natura Bopy/BEAuTy 


WOODEN 
BOOKS AND MUSIC 


SHOE) 


THE OFFICIAL 
PHILADELPHIA 
INDEPENDENT 


T-SHIRT 


2 Years in the Making 


2 Fabulous Styles 


1 Reasonable Price: 


$14.00 


To obtain shirt, 


f 
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wuwuhjoecoffeebar.com 
’ 


Hie LAST 


Fair trade, ‘specialty & organic 
coffees and teas % 


1110 Walnut Street, #110 
Philadelphia, PA 19107 


t 215,599 7384 
45 546.9979 
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POSITIVESPACE 


Carshare 


phillycarshare.org 
215.386.0988 


Philly 


Borrowing your friends 
car is getting old. 


An occasional second car might 
end all household arguments. 


You're dizzy from circling 
the block looking for parking. 


Your monthly insurance bills 
are through the roof. 


You can think of a million other ways to 


spend the money saved by sharing a car! 


send a check or money order to: 


POSITIVESPACE 
2001-3 Frankford Ave 
Philadelphia PA 19125 


Include on a separate piece of paper 
your name, address, email, phone # 
and number of spaces- 

include $15 for each 6'x6' space 
(spaces are $20 on the day of event) 


ARTS & CRAP SALE v. 2.5 
located on the 2000 bik of Frankford Ave 
between Norris St & Susquehanna Ave 


SUNDAY, OCT. 3, 9am -2pm check-in begins at 8am 


Artists, Craftspeople, Antiquarians, & Crap Collectors! 
Come sell your Art, Artifacts, Crafts, Crap, and Anything Else Weird or 
Unusual that You Have Made or Found! 

No New Items Unless You Made Them Yourself!!! 

Bring your own blanket or table(a sunbrella is recommended) 

Secure your spot & PRE-REGISTER 


Girt BASKETS CARDS 
NoteBpooks Music 


all-volunteer anarchist 
collective 


Radical books, music, t-shirts, 
buttons, posters, and more. 
Activist, feminist, anti-racist, how-to, 


philosophy, kids, fiction, labor, etc. 
508 S 5th St. Phila. 19147 215-413- | 


visit our online store at: 


www. philadelphiaindependent.net. 


5009 BALTIMORE AVE. 


In West PHILADELPHIA 


OPEN Sat. & SUN. 11-6 


Tures.-Fet, sy AvPOINTMENT 


215-471-7700 


| mia ne @ v aly xmCoOm + www mial nEOOm 


SHIRTS AVAILABLE: 
* White TPI Seal on black 
* Black TPI Flag on gray, 
* All sizes. 


For additional info contact: 


positivespacephila ahoo.c 
or call 215.917 ey oh 


Shirts are sweatshop-free American 


Apparel 100 percent cotton material, 


